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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


SINCE tis the Intent and Buſineſs of the Stag, 
To copy out the Follies of the Age; 

To hold to every Man a faithful Glaſs, _ 

And fhew him of 4what Species he's an Af: 

¶ hope the next that teaches in the School, 

Will eau our Author he's a ſcribbling Fool. 

And that the Setire may be ſure to bite, 

Kind Heav'n ! Inſpire ſome venom'd Prieft to write, 

And grant ſome ugly Lady may indite. 

For I wou'd have him laſb d, by Heavens! Tawvou'd, 

Till his Preſumption ſwam away in Blood. 

Three Plays at once proclaim a Face of Braſs, 


No matter what they are; That's not the Caſe, 

To write three Plays, e en that's to be an Aſs. 

But what I teaft forgive, he knows it too, 

For to his Coft he lately has known you. 

Experience ſhews to many a Writer's Smart, 

You hold a Court where Mercy nc er had part; 

So much of the old Serpent's Sting you have, 

You love to Damn, as Heaven delights to Save. 

In foreign Parts, let a bold Volunteer, | 
For public Good, upon the Stage appear, 

He meets ten thouſand Smiles to diffipate his Fear, 
All tickle on th' adventuring young Beginner, 

And only ſcourge th incorrigible Sinner; 

They touch indeed his Faults, but with a Hand 

So gentle, that his Merit flill may ftand : 

Kindly they buoy the Follies of his Pen, 

That he may ſhun em when he writes again, 

But tis not jo in this good. natur d Town, | 
AlPs ane, an Ox, a Poet, or a Crown ; 


O England's Play awas always knocking down. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Conflant, Mr. Verbruggen, 
Heartfree, Mr. Hudſon. 
Sir Jobn Brute, | Mr. Betterton. 


Razor, Valet de Chambre to Sir | 
. ; Mr. Bowen. 


Juſtice of the Peace, Mr. Bright. 
Lord Rake, 2 ; 

Col. Bulk, 1 Companions to Sir Jabn Brute. 
Conſtable and Watch. 

Lady Brute, | Mrs. Barry. 
Belinda, her Niece, Mrs. Bracegirdle, 
Lady Fancyful, Mrs. Bowman, 
Mademoiſelle, | Mrs. Willis. 


Cornet, Servant to Lady Fancyful. 
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Ac. be 
SCENE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 


Enter Sir John, folur. 
XXL LH HAT cloying Meat is Love hen 


E N Matrimony's the Sauce to it ? Two. 


5 W MM Years Marriage has debauch'd my five 
N Senſes. Every Thing I ſee, every 
KN * Thing I hear, every Thing I feel, 
every bing I ſmell, and every Thing 

J taſte methinks has Wife in't. No Boy was ever 
ſo weary of his Tutor, no Girl of her Bib, no Nun of 
doing Penance, or old Maid of being chaſte, as Iam 
of being married. Sure there's a ſecret Curſe entail'd 
upon the very Name of Wife. My Lady is a young 
Lady, a fine Lady, a witty Lady, a virtuous Lady— 
and yet I hate her. There is but one Thing on Earth 
I loath beyond her : That's fighting. Would my Cou- 


rage come up to a fourth Part of my Ill-nature, I'd 
ſtand buff to her Relations, and thruſt her out of Doors. 


But Marriage has ſunk me down to ſuch an Ebb 
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of Reſolution, I dare not draw my Sword, tho' even 

to get rid of my Wife. But here ſhe comes. | 
Enter Lady Brute, 

L. B. Do you dine at Home to Day, Sir John ? 

Sir J. Why, do you expect I ſhould tell you what 

I don't know myſelf ? 

L. B. T thought there was no Harm in aſking you. 

Sir J. If thinking wrong were an Excuſe for Im- 
pertinence, Women might be juſtify'd in moſt Things 
they ſay or do. 

L. B. I'm forry I have ſaid any thing to diſpleaſe 
you. 

Sir J. Sorrow for Things paſt, is of as little Im- 
portance to me, as my dining at Home or Abroad 
ought to be to you. 

L. B. My Enquiry was only that I might have pro- 
vided what you lik'd. 

Sir J. Six to four you had been in the Wrong there 
again; for what I lik'd Yeſterday I don't like To-day, 
and what I like To-day, 'tis Qdds I mayn't like To- 
morrow, 

L. B. But if I had aſk'd you what you lik'd ? 

Sir F. Why then there would be more aſking about 
it than the Thing is worth. 

L. B. I wiſh I did but know how I might pleaſe 
you. 
: Sir J. Ay, but that Sort of Knowledge is not a 
Wife's Talent. 

L. B. Whate'er my Talent is, I'm ſure my Will has 
ever been to make you eaſy. 


Sir J. If Women were to have their . the 


World wou'd be finely govern'd. 
L B. What Reaſon have I given yon to uſe me as 
you do of late? It once was otherwiſe : You married 


me for Love. 


Sir J. And you me for Money: So you have your 


Reward, and I have mane. 
L. B. What is it that diſturbs you. 
Sir A. A Parſon. | 


af 
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The Provok'd Wife. 9 
L. B. Why, what has he done to you? | 
Sir 7. He has married me. [ Exit Sir John. 
Brute, ſola. | 
The-Devil's in the Fellow, I think. I was told 
before I married him, that thus *twou'd be: But 1 
thought I had Charms enough to govern him ; and 
that where there was an Eſtate, a Woman muſt needs 
be happy : So my Vanity has deceiv'd me, and my 
Ambition has made me uneaſy. But there's ſome Com- 
fort ſtill ; if one would be reveng'd of him, theſe are 
ood Times; a Woman may have a Gallant, and a 
e Maintenance too—— The ſurly Puppy 
yet he's a Fool for't : For hitherto he has been no 
Monſter : But who knows how far he may provoke 
me? Tnever lov'd him, yet I have been ever true to 
him ; and that, in ſpite of all the Attacks of Art and 
Nature upon a poor weak Woman's Heart, in favour 
of a tempting Lover. Methinks ſo noble a Defence 
as I have made, ſhou'd be rewarded with a better Uſage 
Or who can tell Perhaps a good Part of 
what I ſuffer from my Huſband, may be a Judgment 
upon me for my Cruelty to my Lover Lord, with 
what Pleaſure con'd I indulge that Thought, were 
there but a Poſſibility of finding Arguments to make 
it good! And how do I know but there may 
Let me ſee—— What oppoſes ! My matri- 
monial Vow=Why, what did I vow? I think I 
promis'd to be true to my Huſband. Well; and he 
promis'd to be kind to me: But he han't kept his 
Word —— Why then I'm abſolv'd from mine. O, but 
that Condition was not expreſt—— No matter, twas 
underſtood, Well, by, all I fee, if I argue the Matter a 
little longer with myſelf, I ſhan't find ſo: many Bug- 
bears in the Way, as I thought I ſhon'd. Lord, what 
fine Notions of Virtue do we Women take up upow 
the Credit of old fooliſh Philoſophers ! Virtue's- its 
own Reward, Virtue's this, Virtue's that Virtue's 
an Aſs, and a Gallant's worth forty owt. 


5 | Enter 
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| Fater Belinda: 


IL. B. Good-morrow, dear Couſin. 

Bel. Good-morrow, Madam, you look pleas'd this 
Morning. 

L. B. Iam fo. - 

Bel. With what, pray ? 

L. B. With my Huſband. 

Bel. Drown Huſbands ; for yours is a provoking 
Fellow : As he went out juſt now, I prayed him to tell 
me what Time of Day 'twas; and he aſk'd me if I 
took him for the Church-Clock, that was oblig'd to 
tell all the Pariſh., - 

IL. B. He has been ſaying ſome good obliging 
Things to me too. In ſhort, Belinda, he has us'd me 
ſo -barbarouſly of late, that I cou'd almoſt reſolve 
to play the downright Wife and cuckold him. 

Bel. That wou'd be downright indeed. 

LI. B. Why, after all, there's more to be ſaid for't * 
hoy: you'd imagine, Child. He is the firſt Aggreſſor, 
not 1. 

1 * Ah, but you know, we muſt return Good for 

1 
I. B. That may be a Miſtake in the Tranſlation 
Prithee be of my Opinion, Belinda; for I'm poſitive 
I'm in the right; and if you'll keep up the Preroga- 
tive of a Woman, you'll likewiſe be poſitive you are 
in the right, whenever you do any Thing you have. 
a Mind to. But I ſhall play the Fool and jeſt on, til! 
I make you begin to think I'm in earneſt. 

Bel. I ſhan't take the Liberty, Madam, to think of 
any Thing that you defire to keep'a Secret from me. 

L. B. Alas, my Dear, I have no Secrets, My 
Heart cou'd never yet confine my Tongue. 

Bel. Your Eyes, you mean; for I'm ſure I have 
ſeen them gadding, when your Tonge has been lock'd 
up ſafe enough. et 

L. B. My Eyes gadding ! Prithee after who, Child ? 

Bel. Why, after one that thinks you hate him, as 
much as I know yau love him, 25 


. The Provo Wife -. 


4 


L. B. Conſtant you mean. 4" 

Bel. I do ſo. | 

L. B. Lord, what ſhou'd put ſuch a Thing into» 
your Head ? 


Bel, That which puts Things into moſt People's 
Heads, Obſervation. 

L. B. Why, what have you obſerv'd, in the Name 
of Wonder ? 

Bel. I have obſerv'd you bluſh when yu met him; 
force yourſelf away from him; and then be out of 
Humour with every Thing about you : In a Word, 
never was a poor Creature ſo ſpurr'd on by Defire, or 
ſo rein'd in with Fear ! | 

L. B. How ſtrong 1s Fancy ! 

Bel. How weak is Woman! 

L. B. Prithee, Niece, have a better Opinion of 
your Aunt's Inclination. 

Bel. Dear Aunt, have a better Opinion of your: 
Niece's Underſtanding. | 

L. B. You'll make me angry. 

Bel. You'll make me laugh. 

L. B. Then you are reſolv'd to perſiſt 1 

Bel. Poſitively. 

L. B. And all I can fay ———— 

Bel. Will ſignify nothing. 

L. B. Tho? 7 ſhould ſwear *twere falle—— 

Bel. I ſhoald think it true. | 

L. B. Then let us forgive, [4iing her] for we 
have both offended : I, in making a Secret, you, in 
difcov'ring it. 

Bel. Good-Nature may do much: But you have 
more Reaſon to forgive one, than I have to pardon 
other. 

L. B. Tis true, Belinda, you have given me ſo 
many Proofs of your Friendſhip, that my Reſerve has 
been indeed a Crime: But that you may more eaſily 
forgive me, remember, Child, that when our Nature 
prompts us to a Thing our Honour and Religion have 


:ogbid us; we. wou'd (wer't * conceal, even 
from 
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from the Soul itſelf, the Knowledge of the Body's 
Weakneſs. | | 

Bel. Well, I hope to make your Friend amends, 
you'll hide nothing from her for the future, tho' the 
Body ſhou'd ſtill grow weaker and weaker. 

L. B. No, from this Moment I haye no more Re- 
ſerve; and for a. Proof of my Repentence, I own 
Belinda, Pm in Danger. Merit and Wit aſſault me 
from without; Nature and Love ſolicit me within; 
my Huſband's barbarous Uſagepiques me to Revenge: 
and Satan catching at the fair Occafion, throws in my 
Way that Vengeance, which of all Vengeance pleaſes 
Women beſt. . 

Bel. Tis well Cotſtant don't know the Weakneſs of 
the Fortification ; for 0! my Conſcience he'd ſoon come 
on to the Aſſault, 

L. B. Ay, and I'm afraid carry the Town too. But 
whatever you may have obſerv'd, I have diſſembled 
ſo well as to keep him ignorant. So you ſee I'm no 
Coquet, Belinda: And if you follow my Advice, you'll 
never be one neither, *Tis true, Coquetry is one of 
the main Ingredients in the natural Compoſition of a 
Woman, and I, as well as others, cou'd be well 
enough pleas'd to ſee a Crowd of young Fellows 
ogling, and glancing, and watching all Oceaſions to 
do forty fooliſh officious Things: Nay, ſhou'd ſome: 
of 'em puſh on, even to hanging or drowning : 
Why — Faith—if I ſhould let pure Woman alone, 
I ſhou'd e'en be but too well pleas'd with't. 

Bel. I'll ſwear *twou'd tickle me ſtrangely. 

L. B. But after all, *tis a vicious Practice in us, to- 
give the leaſt Encouragement, but where we deſign to 
' come to a Concluſion. For 'tis an unreaſonable AT 

to engage a Man in a Diſeaſe, which we before-han 
reſolve we never will apply a Cure to. . 

Bel. Tis true; but then a Woman muſt abandon 
one of the ſapreme Bleſſings of her Life. For I am 
fully convinc'd, no Man has half that Pleaſure in poſ- 


ſeſſing a Miflreſs, as a Woman has in jilting a 8 
. 
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L. B. The happieſt Woman then on Earth muſt be 
our Neighbour. Fi 

Bel. O the impertinent Compoſition ! She has Va- 
nity and Affectation enough ta make her a ridiculous 
Original, in ſpite of all that Art and Nature ever 
furniſh*d' to any of her Sex before her. 

L. B. She concludes all Men her Captives ; and 
whatever Courſe they take, it ſerves to, confirm (her 
in that Opinion. | 

Bel. If they ſhun her, fhe thinks tis Modeſty, and 
takes it far a Proof of their Paſſion. 

L. B. And if they are rude to her, tis Conduct, 
and done to prevent Town-talk. | 

Bel. When her Folly makes 'em laugh, ſhe thinks 
they are pleas'd with her Wit. 

L. B. And when her Impertinence makes *em dull, 
concludes they are jealous of her Favours. 1 

Bel. All their Actions and their Words, ſhe takes 
ſor granted, aim at her. 

L. B. And pities all other Women, becauſe ſhe 
thinks they envy her. 

Bel. Pray, out of Pity to ourſelves, let us ſind a 
better Subject; for Tm weary of this. Do you think 
your Huſband inclin'd to Jealouſy. | 

L. B. O, no; he does not love me well enough for 
that. Lord, how wrong Men's Maxims are! They are 
ſeldom jealous of their Wives, unleſs they are very 
fond of 'em; whereas they ought to conſider the 
Womens Inclinations, for there depends their Fate. 
Well, Men may talk; but they are not ſo wiſe as 
we——that's certain. 

Bel. At leaſt in our Affairs. | 

L. B. Nay, I believe we ſhou'd out-do 'em in the 
Buſineſs of the State too: For, methinks, they do 
and undo, and make but bad Work on't. 

Bel. Why then don't we get into the Intrigues of 
Government as well as they ? 


I. 8. Becauſe we have Intrigues of our own, that 
make 


USO 
43 * <q 
. 0 — * 2 
* 144 

* n 

= 1 


The Provolꝰd Wife. 


' make-us mire Sport, Child. And ſo let's in and 
© conſider of em. [Exeunt. 


"2 he. N | GN Dreſſag- Roam. 
Enter Lady Fancyful, Mademoiſelle, and Cornet. 


E. F. How do I look this Morning! 

Cor. Your Lady ſhip looks very ill truly. 

L. F. Lard, how ill-natur'd thou art, Cornet, to tell 
me ſo, tho the Thing ſhould be true. Don't you know 
1 that I have Humility enough to be but too eafily out 

Wi. of Conceit with myſelf? Hold the Glaſs ; ; T dare- 
4 ſwear that will haye more Manners than you have. 
Mademoiſelle, let me have your Opinion too. 

Madem. My Opinion pe, Matam, dat your Lady- 
ſhip never look ſo well in your Life. 

L. F. Well, the French are the prettieſt obliging. 
People, they ſay the moſt acceptable, well-manner'd 
Things and never flatter. | 

* Madem. Your Ladyſhip fay great Juſtice inteed. 

L. F. Nay, every Thing's juſt in my Houſe but 
Cornet. The very Looking-glaſs gives her the Dementi. 
But I'm almoſt afraid it flatters me, it makes me look 
ſo very engaging. [ Looking aſfectealy in the Glaſi. 

Madem. Inteed, Matam, your Face pe handſomer 
den all the Looking: -glaſs in the World, croyez moy. 

L. F. But is it poſſible my Eyes can be ſo languiſh- 
ing, and fo very full of Fire! 

"Madem, Matam, if de Glaſs was Burning-glaſs, I 
believe your Eyes ſet de Fire in de Houſe, 

L. F. You may take that Night-gown, Mademoiſelle ; 

et out of the Room, Cornet ; I can't endure you. 
This Wench, methinks, does look ſo unſufferably 


ugly. 
323 Every Ting look ugly, Matam, dat ſtand 
We by your Latiſhip. 
L. F. No really, Mademoiſelle, methinks you look 
mighty pretty. 


Madem. Ah Matam ; de Moon have no Eclat, ven 
de Sun appear. 
LF, 
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T. F. O pretty Expreſſion ! Have you ever been 
in Love, Mademoiſelle ? 


Madem. Ouy, Matam. [ fegbing.. 
L. F. And were you'belov'd again ? 
Mad:m. No, Matam. feghing.._ 


L. F. O ye Gods ! What an. unfortunate Creature 
ſhou'd I be in ſuch a Caſe !' But Nature has made me 
nice for my own Defence : I'm nice, ſtrangely nice, 
Mademoiſelle, I believe were the Merit of whole 
Mankind beſtow'd upon one ſingle Perſon, I ſhou'd- 
ſtill think the Fellow wanted ſomething to make it 
worth my while to take Notice of him: And yet I 
<ou'd love; nay, fondly love, were it poſſible to have 
a Thing made on purpoſe for me: For Pm not cruel, 
Mademoiſelle ; I'm only nice. 

Madem. Ah Matam, Iwiſh I was a fine Gentleman. 
for your Sake. I doall de Ting in the World to get 
a little Way into your Heart. I make Song, I make. 
Verſe, I give you de Serenade, I give great many 
Preſent to Mademoiſelle ; I no eat, I no ſleep, I be 
lean, I be mad, I hang myſelf, I drown myſelf. Ah, 
ma chere Dame, que je vous aimerois. [embracing ber. 

L. F. Well, the French have ſtrange obliging Ways 
with 'em; you may take thoſe two Pair of Gloves, 
Mademoiſelle. 

Madem. Me humbly tanke my ſweet Lady. 


Enter Servant with a Letter, 


Ser. Madam, here's a Letter for your Ladyſhip. 

L. F. Tis thus I am importun'd every Morning, 
Mademoiſelle. Pray, how do the French Ladies leer 
they are thus accablies ? 

Madem, Matam, dey never complain. Au con- 
traire, When one Frenſe Laty have got a hundred Lover 
ben ſhe do all ſhe can—to get a hundred more. 

L. F. Well, let me die, I think they have le 
Goũt bon, For 'tis an unutterable Pleaſure to be 
ador'd by all the Men, and envy'd by all the Women 
et TI wear I'm concern ' d at the Torture I give 

em; 
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'em. Lard, why was I form'd to make the whole 
Creation uneaſy ? But let me read my Letter. ¶ Read. 


« If you have a Mind to hear of your Faults, in- 
« ſtead of being prais'd for your Virtues, take the 
« Pains to walk in the Green-walk in Sr. James's 
« with your Woman; an Hour hence, You'll there 
« meet one, who hates you for ſome Things, as he 
«« could love you for others, and therefore is willing 
tc to endeavour your Reformation If you come to 
« the Place I mention, you'll know who TI am; if 
« you don't, you never ſhall: So take your Choice.“ 


This is ſtrangely familiar, Mademoiſelle ; now have 
I a provoking Fancy to know who this impudent 
Fellow is. 

Madem. Den take your Scarf and your Maſk, and 
go the Rendezvous. De Frenſe Laty do juſtement 
comme 

L. F. Rendezvous! What, rendezvous with a Man, 
Mademoiſelle. | 

- Madem. Eh, pourquoy non? 

L. F. What, and a Man perhaps I never ſaw in 
my Life ! 

Madem. Tant mieux: C'eſt done quelque choſe de 
nouveau. 

L. F. Why, how do I know what Deſigns he may 
have? He may intend to raviſh me, for aught I 
know. 

Madem. Raviſh ? — Bagatelle. I would fain ſee 
one impudent Rogue raviſh Mademoiſelle ; Oui, je le 
voudrois. 

L. F. O but my Reputation, Mademoiſe//s, my Re- 
putation; ah, ma chere Reputation. 

Madem. Matam—— Quand on Va une fois perdue 

On n'en eſt plus embarraſſce. 
L. F. Fe, Mademoiſelle, Fe ; Reputation is a Jewel. 
Madem. Qui coute bien chere, Matam. 
L. F. Why ſure you would not ſacrifice your Honour 
10 your Pleaſure ? | 
Maa. 


The Provob d Wife. 

Madem. Je ſais Philoſophe. 

L. F. Bleſs me, how you talk ! Why, what if 
Honour be a Burden, Mademoiſelle, muſt it-not be 
borne ? 

Madem. Chaqu” un a fa fagon Quand quel- 
que choſe m' incommode moy — je mien defais, 
vite. 

L. F. Get you gone, you little naughty French- 
woman you, I vow and ſwear I muſt turn you out of 
Doors, if you talk thus. 

Madem. Turn me out of Doors !-— turn your- 
ſelf out of Doors, and go ſee what de Gentleman 
have to ſay to you—Tenez. Voila [giving her her 
Things haſtily] votre Eſharpe, voila votre Coife, 
voila votre Maſque, voila tout. Hey, Mercure, Co- 
quin : Call one Chair for Matam, and one oder [calling 
within] for me: Va ten, vite. 

[Turning to her Lady, and helping ber on haftily 
with her Things.] 
Alons, Matam ; depechez vous donc. Mon Dieu, 
quelles Scrupules. 

L. F. Well, for once, Mademoiſelle, I'll follow your 
Advice, out of the intemperate Deſire I have to know 
who this ill-bred Fellow is. But I have too much 
Delicateſſe, to make a Practice on't. 

Madem, Belle choſe vrayment que la Delicateſſe, 
lors qu'il s'agit de ſe divertir a ca—Vous voila 
equipee, pardons.—HE bien ?—qu'avez vous donc ? 

L. F. Pay Peur. 

Madem. Je wen ay point moy. 

L. F. I dare not go. 

Madem. Demeurez donc. 

L. F. Je ſuis Poltrone. 

Madem. Tant pis pour vous. 

L. F. Curioſity's a wicked Devil. 

Madem. C'eſt une charmante Sainte, 

L. F. It ruin'd our firſt Parents. - 

Madem. Elle a bien diverti leurs Enfans. 

L. F. L'Honneur eſt contre. 
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Madem, Le Plaiſir eſt pur. 
L. F. Muſt I then go ? n 
Madem. Muſt you go f— muſt you eat, muſt 
you drink, muſt you ſleep, muſt you live? De Nature 
bid you do one, de Nature bid you do toder. Vous 
me ferez enrager. | 
L. F. But when Reaſon corrects Nature Made- 
moiſelle? | 
Madem. Elle eſt donc bien inſolente, c'eſt ſa Sur 
ainee. | | 
L. F. Do you then prefer your Narure to your 
Reaſon, Mademoiſelle ? 
Mazem. Oui da. 
L. F. Pourquoi? | 
Madem. Becauſe my Nature make me merry, my 
Reaſon.make me mad. | 
L. F. Ah, la mechante Frangoiſe. 


Madem. Ah, la belle Angloiſe. Y 
| [Forcing her Lady of, 
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SCENE, St. James's Park, 


Enter Lady Fanciful and Mademoiſelle. 


Lady F. ELL, I vow, Mademoiſelle; I'm. 
- ſtrangely impatient to know who 
this confident Fellow is. 
Enter Heartfree. 
Look, there's Heartfree, But ſure it can't be him; 
he's a profeſs'd Woman-hater. Yet who knows what 
my wicked Eyes may have done ? 
Maaem. Il nous approche, Matam. 
L. F. Yes, 'tis he: Now will he be moſt intolerably 
cavalier, tho' he ſhould be in Love with me. 


Hearif. Madam, I'm your humble Servant ; I per- 
ceive 


Fa 
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ceive you have more Humility and good Nature than 
I thought you had, | , 

L. F. What you attribute to Humility and good 
Nature, Sir, may perhaps be only due to Curioſity. 
I had a Mind to know who 'twas had ill Manners 
enough to write that Letter. [Throwing him bis Letter. 

Heartf. Well, and now I hope you are ſatisfy d. 

IL. F. I am fo, Sir; Good-b'w'y ye, 

Heartf. Nay, hold there; tho* you have done your 
Buſineſs, I han't done mine: By your Ladyſhip's 
Leave, we muſt have one Moment's Prattle together.. 
Have you a Mind. to be the prettieſt Woman about 
Town, or not? How ſhe ſtares upon me ! What! 
this paſſes for an impertinent Queſtion with you now, 
becauſe you think you are ſo already. 

L. F. Pray, Sir, let me aſk you a Queſtion. in my 
Turn: By what Right do you pretend to examine 


me? 


Heartf. By the ſame Right that the ſtrong govern 
the weak, becauſe I have you in my Power ; for you. 


cannot get ſo quickly to your Coach, but I ſhall have 


Time enough to make you hear every Thing I have 
to ſay to you. 
L. F. Theſe are ſtrange Liberties you take, Mr. 


Heartfree. f +4 


Heartf. They are ſo, Madam, but there's no Help | 


for it; for know that I have a Deſign upon you. 


L. F. Upon me, Sir! | 

. Heartf. Yes; and one that will turn to your Glory, 

and my Comfort, if you will but be a little wiſer than 
you uſe to be. 

L. F. Very well, Sir. 

Heartf. Let me ſee Your Vanity, Madam, 1 
take to be about ſome eight Degrees higher than any 
Woman's in the Town, let t'other be who ſhe will; 
and my Indifference is naturally about the ſame Pitch. 
Now could you find the Way to- turn this Indifference 
into Fire and Flames, methinks your Vanity ought to 
be ſatisfy'd; and this, perhaps, you might bring 
about upon pretty reaſonable Terms. 1 5 
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L. F. And pray at what Rate would this Indiffe- 
rence be bought off, if one ſhould have ſo depraved 
an Appetite to defire it? | 

Heartf. Why, Madam, to drive a Quaker's Bar- 
gain, and make but one Word with you, if I do part 

with it—you muſt lay me down—your Affectation. 

LI. F. My Affectation, Sir! 
Heartf. Why I aſk you nothing but what you may 
very well ſpare. 

L. F. You grow rude, Sir. Come, Mademoiſelle, 
"tis high Time to be gone. 

Madem. Alons, alons, alons. | 

Hartf. ¶ Hopping them] Nay, you may as well ſtand 
ſtill; for hear me you ſhall, walk which Way you pleaſe. 

L. F. What mean you, Sir ? 

Heartf. I mean to tell yon, that you are the moft 
ungrateful Woman upon Earth. | 

L. F. Ungrateful! To who? 

Heartf. To Nature. | ; 

L. F. Why, what has Nature done for me ? | 

Heartf. What you have undone by Art! It made 
you handſome ; it gave you Beauty to a Miracle, a 
Shape without a Fault, Wit enough to make them 
reliſh, and ſo turn'd you looſe to your own Diſcre- 
tion; which has made ſuch Work with you, that you 
are become the Pity of our Sex, and the Jeſt of your 
own. There is not a Feature in your Face, but you 
have found the Way to teach it ſome affected Con- 
vulfion ; your Feet, your Hands, your very Fingers 
Ends are directed never to move without ſome ridi- 
.culous Air or other ; and your Language is a ſuitable 
Trumpet, to draw Peoples' Eyes upon the Raree-ſhow. 

Madem. [afide.) Eſt ce qu'on fait PAmour en An- 
gleterre comme ga. 

L. F. [afide.) Now cou'd I cry for Madneſs, bat 
that I know he'd laugh at me for it. 

Heartf. Now do you hate me for telling you the 
Truth, but that's becauſe you don't believe it is ſo; 
for were you once convinc'd of that, you'd reform 
for your own Sake, 2 
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L. F. Every Circumſtance of nice Breeding muſt 
needs appear ridiculous to one who has ſo natural an 
Antipathy to good Manners. * 8 

Heartf. But ſuppoſe I could find the Means to con- 
vince you, that the whole World is of my Opinion. 

L. F. Sir, tho? you and all the World you talk of 
ſhou'd be ſo impertinently officious, as to think to per- 
ſuade me I don't know how to bebave myſelf ; I ſhou'd 
ſtill have Charity enough for my own Underſtanding, 
to believe myſelf in the right, and all you in the wrong. 

Madem, Le voila mort. 


[Exeunt Lady Fancyful, and Mademoiſelle. ' 


Heartf. [ gazing after her.] There her ſingle Clapper - 
has publiſh'd the Senſe of the whole Sex. Well, this 
once I have endeavour'd to waſh the Black- moor white, 
but henceforward I'll ſooner undertake to teach Since- 
rity to a Courtier, Generoſity to an Uſurer, Honeſty - 
to a Lawyer, than Diſcretion to a Woman I ſee has 
once ſet her Heart upon playing the Fool. 


Enter Conſtant. 


Morrow, Conftant. 

Conſi. Good-morrow, Jack: What are you doing 
here this morning ? 

Hearif. Doing ! gueſs, if you can. Why I have 
been endeayouring to perſuade my Lady Fancyful, that 
ſhe's the fooliſh Woman about Town. | 
Con. A pretty Endeavour truly. 

Heartf. I have told her in as plain Eng4/> as I could 
ſpeak, both what the Town ſays of her, and what I 
think of her. In ſhort, I have us'd her as an abſolute 
King would do Magna Charta. 

Conti. And how does ſhe take it? 

Heartf. As Children do Pills; bite them, but can't 
ſwallow them. 

Conſt. But, pr'ythee, what has put it into your Head, 
of all Mankind, to turn Reformer ? 

Heartf. Why, one thing was, the Morning hung 
upon my Hands, I did not know what to do with my- 
ſelf; and another was, that as little as I care for Wo- 

| | men, 
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men, I cou'd not ſee with Patience one that Heaven 
had taken ſuch wonderous Pains about, be ſo very in- 
duſtrious to make herſelf the Jack- pudding of the 


Creation. * 
j Conf. Well, now could I almoſt wiſh to ſee my cruel 
Miſtreſs make the ſelf ſame uſe of what Heaven has 
done for her, that ſo I-might be curd of the ſame Diſ- 
. eaſe that makes me ſo very uneaſy ; for Love, Love 
: is the Devil, Heartfree, | 
| And why · do you let the Devil govern you? 

Conti. Becauſe I have more Fleſh and Blood than 
Grace and Self-denial. My dear, dear Miftreſs, *{death ! 
that ſo genteel a Woman ſhould be a Saint, when Re- 
ligion's out of -Faſhion. 

Heartf. Nay, ſhe's much in the wrong truly; but 
who knows how far Time and good Example may 
prevail? . 

Conft.'O! they have play'd their Parts in vain al- 
ready: Tis now two Years ſince the damn'd Fellow 
her Huſband invited me to his Wedding; and there 
was the firſt Time 1 ſaw that charching Woman, whom 

I havelov'deever ſince; but ſhe is cold my Friend, ſtill 
cold as the northern Star. 

Heartf. So are all Women by Nature, which makes 
them ſo willing to be warm'd. | 

Con. O don't prophane the Sex; pr'ythee think 
them all- Angels for her ſake ; for ſhe's virtuous even 
to a Fault. 8 4 ; 

. Heartf. A Lover's Head is a good accountable thin 
1 truly; he adores his Miſtreſs for being virtuous, an 
yet is very angry with her becauſe ſne won't be lewd. 

Conft. Well, the only Relief I expect in my Miſery 
is to ſee thee ſome day or other as deeply engag'd as 
myſelf, which will force me to be merry in the midſt 
of all my Misfortunes. 

Heartf. That Day will never come, be aſſur'd, Ned. 

: Not but that I can paſs a Night with a Woman, and for 
the time, perhaps make myſelf as good Sport as you 

can do. Nay, J can court a Woman too, call her 
Nymph, 


to make poor Gentlemen in love with them, with no 
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Nymph, Angel, Goddeſs, what you pleaſe : But here's 
. Difference between you and I ; I perſuade a Wo- 
man ſhe's an Angel, and ſhe perſuades you ſhe's one. 
Pr'ythee let me tell you how I avoid falling in Love; 


that which ſerves me for Prevention, may chance to 


ſerve you for a Cure. | 
Conft. Well, uſe the Ladies moderately then, and 
T'll hear you, 3 
Heartif. That uſing them moderately undoes us all; 


but P11 uſe them juſtly, and that you ought to be ſa- 


tisſied with. I always confider a Woman, not as the 
Taylor, the Shoemaker, the Tire-woman, the Semp= 


ſtreſs, and (which is more thay all that) the Poet makes 


her; but I conſider her as pure Nature has contrived 
her, and that more ſtrickly than I ſhould have done 
our old Grandmother Eve; had I ſeen her naked in 
the Garden; for I conſider her turn'd inſide out. Her 
Heart well examin'd, I find there. Pride, Vanity, Co- 


vetouſneſs, Indiſcretion; but above all things, Ma- 


lice : Plots eternally forging to deſtroy one anothers 
Reputations, and oneftly to charge the-Levity of 
Mens Tongues with the Scandal; hourly Debates how 


other Intent but to uſe them like Dogs when they 
have done; a conſtant Defire of doing more Miſchief; 
and an everlaſting War wag'd againſt Truth and Good- 
Nature. | ; 
Conſt. Very well, Sir; an admirable Compoſition 
truly! 
Heartf. Then for her Outſide, I conſider it merely as 
an Outſide ; ſhe has a thin Tiftany Covering over-juſt 
ſuch ſtuff as you and I are made on. As for her Mo- 
tion, her Mien, her Airs, and all thoſe Tricks, [know 
they affect you mightily. If you ſhould ſee your Mi- 
ſtreſs at a Coronation dragging her Peacock's Train, 
with all her State and Inſolence about her, *twould 
ſtrike you with all the awful Thoughts that Heav'n - 
itſelf could pretend to from you: whereas I turn the 
whole matter into a Jeſt, and ſuppoſe her ſtrutting = 
| S 
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the ſelf ſame ſtately manner, with nothing on but her 
Stays, and her under ſcanty quilted Petticoat. 

* Hold ty profane Tongue; for I'll hear ne 
more. 

Hare What, you'll love on then ? 

Conft. Yes, to Eternity. 

Hare, Yet you have no Hopes at all. 

Cant. None. 

Heartf. Nay, the Reſolution may be diſcreet enough; 
perhaps you have found out ſome new Philoſophy, that 
Love like Virtue, is its own Reward : So you and your 
Miſtreſs will be as well content at a Diſtance ; as others 
that have leſs Learning are in coming together. 

Conft. No; but if ſhe ſhould prove kind at laſt, my 
dear Heartfree. " [Embracing him. 

Heartf. Nay, pr'ythee don't take me for your Mi- 
ſtreſs ; for Lovers are very troubleſome. 

Conf. Well who knows what Time may do ? 

Heartf. And juſt now he was ſure Time could do 
nothing. 

Conſt. Yet not one kind Glanci in two Years, is 


ſomewhat ſtrange. 
Heartf. Not ſtrange at all; ſhe don't like you, that's 


| all the Buſineſs. 


Conft. Pr'ythee don't diſtract me. 

Heartf. Nay, you are a good handſome young Fel- 
low, ſhe might uſe you better : Come, will you go ſee 
her ; Perhaps ſhe may have chang'd her Mind ; there's 
ſome Hopes as long as ſhe's a Woman. 

Conf. O, tis in vain to viſit her : Sometimes to 
a Sight of her, I viſit that Beaſt her Huſband, but ſhe 
certainly finds ſome Pretence to quit the Room as ſoon 
as I enter. 

Heartf. It's much ſhe don't tell him you have made 
Love to her too; for that's another good · natur'd thin 
uſual amongſt Women, in which they have ſeveral 
Ends. Sometimes *tis to recommend their Virtue, 
that they may belewd with the greater Security, Some- 
times 'tis to make their Huſbands fight, in hopes they 


may be kill'd, when their Affairs require it Ns 
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ſo; bat moſt commonly tis to engage two Men in a 
Quarrel, that they may have the Credit of being fought 
for; and if the Lover's killd in the Buſineſs, they 
cry, Poor Fellow, he had ill Lucx and fo they 
go to Cards, | 
Confl. Thy Injuries to Women are not to be forgi- 
ven. Look to't, if ever you fall into their Hands 
Heartf. They can't uſe me worſe than they do 
you, that ſpeak well of em. O ho! here 2 
Knight. 
Enter Sir John Brute. 


Heartf. Your humble Servant Sir Jahn. 

Sir F. Servant, Sir, 

Heartf. How does all your Family? 

Sir J. Pox o' my Family. 

Conft. How does your Lady? I han't ſeen her abroad 
'a good while. 

Sir J. Do? I don't know how ſhe does, not I; ſhe 
was well enough Yeſterday ; I han't been at home To- 
night. | 

Conf. What, were you out of Town ? 

Sir F. Out of Town! No, I was drinking. 

Conſt. You are a true Engliſhman ; don't know your 
own Happineſs. If I were married to ſuch a Woman, 
I wou'd not be from her a Night for all the Wine in 
France. 

Sir F. Not from her !—"Oons—what a time ſhould 
a Man have of that! 

Heartf. Why, there's no Diviſion, I hope. 

Sir F. No; but there's a Conjunction, and that's 
worſe; a Pox of the Parſon Why the Pla 
don't you two marry ? I fancyT look like the Devilto 
you. 

Heartf. Why, you don't think you have Horns, do 
you ? | 
Sir J. No, I believe my Wife's Religion will keep 
her honeſt, 

| Heartf. And what will make her keep her Reli- 


gion 7 
B Sir J. 
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Sir 7. Perſecution ; and therefore ſhe ſhall have it! 
8 N Have a care, 9 Women are tender 
things 

Sir J. And yet, Mr tis a hard Matter to 
break their Hearts. 

- Canft. Fy, fy; you have one of the beſt Wives in 
the e and yet you ſeem the moſt uneaſy Huſ- 

an 

Sir J. Beſt Wives !—the Woman's well enough; 
ſhe has no Vice that I know of, but ſhe's a Wife, and 
damn a Wife ; if I were married to a Hogſhead 
of Claret, Matrimony would make me hate it. 

Heartf. Why did you marry then ? You were old 
enough to know your own Mind, 

Sir F. Why did I marry ? I married becauſe I had 
a mind to lie with her, and ſhe would not let me. 

Heartf. Why did you not raviſh her ? 

Sir 7. Yes, and ſo have hedg'd myſelf into forty 
Quarrels with her Relations, beſides buying my Par- 
don: But more than all that, you muſt know, I was 
afraid of my Soul in thoſe days : For I kept ſneaking, 
cowardly Company, Fellows that went to Church, 
ſaid Grace to their Merit, and had not the leaſt Tinc- 
ture of Quality about them. 

Heartf. But I think you are got into a better Gang 


now. 
Sir J. Zoons, Sir, my Lord Rake and I are Hand 
and Glove : I believe we may get our Bones broke 
together To-night ; ; have you a mind to ſhare a Fro- 


lick ? 
Conſt. Not I, truly; my Talent lies to ſoſter Ex- 


erciſes. 

Sir F. What, a Down Bed and a Strumpet? A 
pox of Venery, I ſay. Will you come and drink with 
me this Afternoon? 

Confz. I can't drink To- day, but we'll come, and fit 
ap Hour with you if you will. 

Sir 7. Phugh, Pox, fit an Hour! Why can't you 
drink ? 

Conſt. Becauſe I'm to ſeg my Miſtreſe. 

18 m Sir 7 . 
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Bir J. Who's that? i 

Conft. Why, do you uſe to tel! ? 
Sir F. Yes. 

Conſt. So won't I. | . 

Sir F. Why ? 

Conſt. Becauſe, tis a Secret. a | 

Sir J. Would my Wife knew it, twould be no Se- 
cret long. 

Con. Why, do you think ſhe can't keep a Secret? 

Sir F. No more than ſhe can keep Len“. 

Heartf. Pr'ythee, tell it her to try, Conflarr. 

Sir 7. No, pr'ythee don't, that I may'nt be plagu'd 
with it. | 
Conſt. T'll hold you a Guinea you don't make her 
tell it you. | | | 

Sir J. I'll hold you a Guinea I do. 

Conſt. Which way ? 

Sir J. Why I'll beg her not to tell it me. 

Heartf. Nay, if any thing does it, that will. 

Con. But do you think, Sir— 

Sir F. Oons, Sir, I think a Woman and a Secret 
are the two impertinenteſt Themes in the Univerſe : 
Therefore pray let's hear no more of my Wife, nor 
your Miſtreſs, Damn 'em both with all my Heart, 
and every thing elſe that daggles a Petticoat, except 
four generous Whores, who are drunk with my Lord 
Rake and I ten times in a Fortnight. 


[Exit Sir John, 
Conſt. Here's a dainty Fellow for you ! And the 
verieſt Coward too. But his Uſage of his Wife makes 
me ready to ſtab the Villain. | 
Heartf. Lovers are ſhort-ſighted : All their Senſes 
run into that of Feeling. This Proceeding of his is 


the only thing on Earth can make your Fortune. If 


any thing can prevail with her to accept of a Gal- 


lant, tis his ill Uſage of her; Pr'ythee, take heart, 

I have great Ho for you: And fince I can't bring 

you quite off of her, I'll endeavour to bring you 

quite on ; for a whining Lover is the damneſt Compa-. 
nion upon Earth. 

Conft, My dear Friend, flatter me a little more with 
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theſe Hopes ; for whilſt they prevail, I have Heaven 
within me, and could melt with Joy. | 

Heartf. Pray no melting yet ; let things go farther 
firſt, This Afternoon perhaps we ſhall make ſome 
Advance. In the mean while, let's go dine at Locket's, 
and let Hope get you a Stomach, [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Lady Fancyful's Houſe. 
Enter Lady F ancyful, and Mademoiſelle. 


L. F. Did you ever ſee an thing ſo importune Ma- 
Amoi ſelle. 

Madem, Inteed, Matam, to ſay de trute, he want 
leetel Good- breeding. 

L. F. Good- breeding! He wants to be caned, Ma- 
demaiſelle : an inſolent Fellow ! And yet let me expoſe 
my Weakneſs, 'tis the only Man on Earth I cou'd re- 
ſolve to diſpenſe my Favours on, were he but a fine 
Gentleman. Well ! did Men but know how deep an 
Impreſſion a fine Gentleman makes in a Lady's Heart, 
they would reduce all their Studies to that of Good- 
breeding alone, 

Enter Servant, 


Serv. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to dine yet ? 
L. F. Yes, let em ſerve. [Exit Servant.) Sure 


this Heartfree has bewitched me, Mademoiſelle, You * 


can't imagine how odly he mixt himſelf in my Thoughts 
during my Rapture een now. I vow tis a thouſand 
Pities he is not more poliſk'd ; Don't you think ſo ? 

Madom. Matam, I tink it ſo great Pity, dat if I was 
in your Ladyſhip's place, I take him home in my 
Houſe, I lock him up in my Cloſet, and I never let 
him go till T teach him every ting dat fine Laty expect 
from fine Gentlemen. 

L. F. Why truly I believe I ſhould ſoon ſubdue his 
Brutality ; for without doubt, he has a ſtrange Pen- 
chant to grow fond of me, in ſpite of his Averſion to 


the Sex, elſe he wou'd ne'er have taken ſo much Pains ; 


about 


* 


* 
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about me, Lord, how proud wou'd ſome poor Crea- 
tures be of ſuch a Conqueſt ! But alas, I don't know 
how to receive as a Favour, what I take to be ſo infi- 
nitely my Due. But what ſhall I do to new mould him, - 
Mademoiſelle, for till then he's my utter Averſion. 

Maem. Matam, you muſt laugh at him in all de 
place dat you meet him, and turn into de reticule all 
he ſay, and all he do. | 

L. F. Why truly, Satire has ever been of wond'rous 
Uſe to reform Ill-manners. Beſides, tis my particular 
Talent to ridicule Folks. I can be ſevere, ſtrangely 
ſevere, when I will, Mademoiſelle. Give me the 
Pen and Ink I find myſelf whimſical Pll write 
to him. Or Pl let it alone, and be ſevere upon 
him that way, [Sitting down to gurite, riſing up again.] 
Yet Active Severity is better than Paſſive. ¶ Sitting 
down.]——'Tis as good to let it alone too; for every 
Laſh I give him, perhaps he'll take for a Favour. 
et tis a thouſand Pities ſo much Satire ſhould 
be loſt. [Sitting.] But if it ſhou'd have a wrong 
Effect upon him, 'twould diſtract me. [ Rifing.] 


Well, I muſt write tho' after all. [Sizting.] Or Pll 
let it alone, which is the ſame thing. [ Rifong.}] 
Madem. La voila deterninee. [Exeunt, 


MORENO C 


T II. 


SCENE opens. Sir John, Lady Brute, 
and Belinda riſing from the Table. 


Sir F. ERE; take away the things; I expect 

Company. But firſt bring me a Pipe; 

P11 ſmoak, [To a Servant. 

L. B. Lord, Sir John, I wonder you won't leave 
that naſty Cuſtom, 

a B 3 Sir F+ 
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Sir F. Pr'ythee don't be impertinent. 

Bel. (to Lady Brute. ] I wonder who thoſe are he ex- 
pects this Afternoon ? 
I.. B. I'd give the World to know: Perhaps tis 
Confiant, he comes here ſometimes ; if it does prove 
him, Pm reſolv'd I'll ſhare the Viſit. 

Bel. We'll ſend for our Work and fit here. 

L. B. He'll choak us with his Tobacco. 

Bel. Nothing will choak us when we are doing what 
we have a mind to. Lowenvell ! 


Enter Lovewell. 


Lov, Madam, 

L. B. Here; bring my Couſin's Work and mine 
kither. . [Exit Lov. and re- enters exith their Work. 

Sir J. Wy, Pox, can't you work ſomewhere elle ? 

I. B. We ſhall be careful not to diſturb you, Sir. 

Bel. Your Pipe would make you too thonghtful, 
Uncle, if you were left alone; our Prittle- prattle will 
cure your Spleen. 

Sir 7. Will it ſo, Mrs. Pert! Now I believe it will 
ſo increaſe it. [Sitting and ſmoaking.] I ſhall take my 
own Houſe for a Paper-mill. 

L. B. [co Bel. a/fide.] Don't let's mind him; let him 
ſay what he will. 

Sir F. A Woman's Tongue a Cure for the Spleen — 
"Oons—[afide.] If a Man had got the Head-ach, they'd 
be for applying the ſame Remedy. 

L. B. You have done a great deal, Belinaa, fince 
Yeſterday. 

Bel. Yes, I have work'd very hard ; how do you 
like it? 

L. B. O, tis the prettieſt Fringe in the World. 
Well, Couſin, you have the happieſt Fancy: Pr'ythee 
adviſe me about altering my Crimſon Petticoat, 

Sir F. A Pox o' your Petticoat; here's ſuch a Pra- 
ting, a Man can't digeſt his own Thoughts for you. 

. Don't anſwer him. [de.] Well, what do 
ou adviſe me? 
Bl. 


| 


has had em long 
Sir 7. Ves, 
Bel, Shall wi 
L. , Witch 

to be 
7 Wiys 

well lug h. 

Wat you in you ſhou'd dillike ? 
Bal Hua , a hendred to one elſe. 
L. B. 6 ye Wicked Wretch Sure you don't ſpeak 

as yalthink. 
Bel, E es, I do: eſpecially if he ſmoak'd Tobacco. 

| [ He looks earneſtly at them; 
L. 1 Why, 33 — 6:6 


Bel. Then he muſt ſmell very ill indeed. 
L. By So ſome Men will, to keep their Wives from 


coming near 'em. 
Bel. Then thoſe Wives ſhou'd cuckold om at a Di- 
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Bel. Why, really; I would not alter it at all. Me. 
thinks tis very pretty as it is. 

L. B. Ay, that's true: But 
weary of the prettieſt things in the World, when one 


I 77 taught her that. 
ovoke him a little "I 


V Hcart. Belinda, don't you long | 


\ Wo - On 


you ages one hoes 


N * ſome things in it I could like 


[ He riſe in a Fury, throws his Pipe at 'em, and drives 

em out. As they run off, Conſtant and Heartfree 
enter, Lady Brute runs againſt Conſtant. ] 

one up Stairs, 


Sir J. Oons, get you 
rating Strumpets you, or 


L B. O Lord, he'll fone us, he'll beat us. - Dear, 
dear Mr. Conſtant, ſave us. 
Sir. J. I'll cuckold you with a Pox. | 
what's the matter ? 


Conſe. Heav'n ! Sir 7 
Sir 7. Why theſe — 
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glad. of their * 


you confede- 
I cuckold you with a Ven- 


ntle women did but hear 
me ſay I expected you here this Afternoon; upon 
which, they preſently r<ſolv'd to take up the Room, o 
purpoſe to plague me and my Friends. 

Conſt, Was that all? Why we ſhou'd have been 
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Sir J. Then I ſhould have been weary of yours: 
for I can't reliſh both together. They found fault with 
my ſmoaking Tobacco too; and ſazd Men ſtunk. But 
L have a good mind to ſay ſomething. 

Conf. No, nothing againſt the Ladies, pray. 

Sir 7. Split the Ladies. Came, will you fit down? 
Give us ſome Wine, Fellow? Youywon't ſmoak ? 

Conf. No, nor drink neither at this 7 5 1 muſt 
alk your Pardon. 8 Ii | 
Sir F. What, this Miftreſs of yours runs in your 
. Head ! I'll warrant its ſome ſuch Mheamiſh Minx as 
| my Wife, that's grown ſo dainty of late, ſhe ow fault 
| even with a dirty Shirt, 

.. Heartf. That a Woman may do, and not be very 
dainty neither. 

Sir F. Pox of the Women, let's drink. Come, you 
.fhall take one Glaſs, tho” I ſend for a Box of Lozenges 
to ſweeten your Mouth afterit. 

 Conft. Nay, if one Glaſs will ſatisfy you, In drink 
It without putting you to that Expence. 
Sir J. Why that's honeſt. Fill ſome Wine, Sirrah : | 
So here's to you, Gentlemen—A Wife's the Devil. | 
To your being both married. [They drink, 
Heertf. O, your moſt humble Servant, Sir. 
Sir J. Well. how do you like my Wine? 

Cen. Tis very good indeed. 

Heartf.' Tis admirable. 

Sir 7. Then give us t'other Glaſs. 

 Conft. No, pray excuſe us now: We'll come another 

time, and then we won't ſpare it. 

Sir J. This one Glaſs, and no more. Come, it 
ſhall be your Miſtreſs's Health: And that's a great 
Compliment from me, I aſſure you. 

| Conf. And 'tis a very obliging one to me: So give 
us the Glaſſes. 


Sir J. So; let her live. 
[Sir John coughs in the Glaſs. 


e 


9 
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1 Hearif. And be kind. 
= | Conſt. What's the matter? Does it go the wrong 
way ? 
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Sir F. If I had Love enough to be jealous, I ſhou'd 
take this for an ill Omen: For I never drank my 
Wife's Health in my Life, but I puk'd in the Glaſs. 
Con. O ſhe's too virtuous to make any reaſonable 
Man jealous, : 

Sir J. Pox of her Virtue, If I cou'd but catch her 
Adulterating, I might be devorc'd from her by Law. 

Heartf. And fo pay her a yearly Penſion, to be a 
diſtinguiſh'd Cuckold. | 


Enter Servant. 7 


Serv. Sir, there's my Lord Rake, Colonel Bully, and 
ſome other Gentlemen at the Blue-Pofs, deſire your 
Company. 

Sir J. Cod's ſo, we are to conſult about playing the 
Devil to-night. 

Heerif, Well, we don't hinder Buſineſs, 

Sir J. Methioks I don't know how to leave you 


two: But for once I muſt make bold. Or look you; 


maybe the Conference mayn't laſt long ! So if you'll 
wait here half an Hour, or an Hour ; if I don't come 
then—why then—I won't come at all. 

Heartf. [to Conſt.] A good modeſt ä 

Conſt. But let's accept on't however. Who knows 
what may happen ? | 

Heartf. Well, Sir, to ſhew you how fond we are of 
your; Company, we'll expe& your Return as longus 
we can. | 

Sir J. Nay, may be I mayn't ſtay at all; But Bu- 
ſineſs, you know muſt be done. So your Servant 
Or hark you, if you have a mind to take a Friſk with 
us, I have an Intereſt with my Lord; I can eaſily in- 
troduce you. 

Conft. We are much beholden to you ; but for my 
part, I'm engag'd another way. | 

Sir F. What! to your Miſtreſs, Ill warrant. 
Pr'ychee leave your naſty Punk to entertain herſelf 

B 5 with 
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with her own lewd Thoughts, and make one with us 
to- night. | 
' Conf, Sir, tis Buſineſs that is to employ me. 
+ Heartif. And me; and Buſineſs muſt be done, you 
now. 
Sir J. Ay, Women's Buſineſs, tho' the World were 
conſum'd for't. [Exit Sir John. 
Conf. Farewel, Beaſt; and now, my dear Friend, 
would my Miſtreſs be but as complaiſant as ſome 
Men's Wives, who think it a piece of good Breeding 
to receive the Viſits of their Huſband's Friends in his 
Abſence. | 
Heartf. Why for your ſake I could forgive her, 
tho” ſhe ſhould be ſo complaiſant to receive ſomething 
elſe in his Abſence, But what way ſhall we invent 
to ſee her? | 
Conti. O ne'er hope it: Invention will prove as 
' vain as Wiſhes, 
f % Vn 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda. 


* Heartf. What do you think now, Friend? 
Conf. I think I ſhall ſwoon. 
Heartf. I'll ſpeak firſt then, whilſt you fetch breath. 
L. B. We think ourſelves oblig'd, Gentlemen, to 
eome and return you Thanks for your K night-Errantry. 
We were juſt upon being devour'd by the hiery 


Dragon. 
Bel. Did not his Fumes almoſt knock you down, 


Gentlemen ? 
Heartf. Truly, Ladies, we did undergo ſome 
Hardſhips; and ſhould have done more, if ſome 
greater Heroes than ourſelves hard by had not diverted 
him, 
Cent. Tho? I'm glad of the Service you are pleas'd 
to ſay we have done you; yet I'm ſorry we could do 
it in no cther way, than by making ourſelves privy 
to what you would perhaps have kept a Secret., 
L. B. For Sir John's part, I ſuppoſe he deſign'd 


it no Secret, ſince he made ſo much Noiſe, And for 
V myſelf, 


= 


* 
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my ſelf, truly I'm not much concern'd, fince tis fallen 
only into this Gentleman's Hands and yaurs ; who, 1 
have many Reaſons to believe, will neither interpret 
nor report any thing to my Diſadvantage. 

Conft, Your good Opinion, Madam, was what 1 
fear'd I never could have merited. 

L. B. Your Fears were vain then, Sir ; for Im 
juſt to every body. 

Heart. Pr'ythee, Conflant, * is't you do to get 
the Ladies good Opinions; for Im a Novice at it ? 

Bel. Sir, will you give me leave to inſtruct you? 

Heartf. Ves, that I will with all my Soul, Madam. 

Bel. Why then you muſt never be ſlovenly ; never 
be out of humour, never ſmoak Tobacco, nor driok 
but when you are dry. | 

Hearf. That's hard. 

Conf. Nay; if you take his Bottle from him, you 
break his Heart, Madam. 

Bel. Why, is it poſſible the Gentleman can love 
Drinking ! ! 

Heartf. Only by way of Antidote. 

Bel. Againſt what, pray ? 

Heartf. Againſt Love, Madam. 

L. B. Are you afraid of being in Love, Sir 3 4 

Heartf. I ſhou'd, if there were any Danger of it. 

L. B. Pray why ſo ? 

Heartf. Becauſe I always had an Averſion to being 
us'd like a Dog. 

Bel. Why, truly, Men in Love are ſeldom ug'd. 
better. 
IL. B. But was you never in Love, Sir? 

Heartf. No, I thank Heav'n, Madam. | 

Bel. Pray, where got you your ee it 

Heartf. From other People's Expence 

Bel. That's being a Spunger, Sir, which is ſcarce 
honeſt: If you'd buy ſome Experience with your own. 
Money, as 'twould be fairlier got, ſa twould ſtick. 
longer by you. 


"7M 
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Enter Footman. 


Foot. Madam, here's my Lady Fancyful, to wait 
upon your Ladyfhip, 

L. B. Shield me, kind Heaven! What an Inun- 
dation of Impertinence is here coming upon us ? 


- Enter Lady Fancyful, <vho runs firſt to Lady Brute, 


then to Belinda, Ai ing em. 


L. F. My dear Lady Brute, and ſweet Belinda, 
methinks 'tis an Age ſince I ſaw you. 

L. B. Yer tis but three Days; ſure you have paſs'd 
your time very ill, it ſeems ſo long to you. 

L. F. Why really, to confeſs the 'Truth to you, 
Jam ſo everlaſtingly fatigu'd with the Addreſſes of 


unfortunate Gentlemen, that, were it not for the Ex- 


travagancy of the Example, I ſhou'd e'en tear out 
theſe wicked Eyes with my own Fingers, to make 
both myſelf and Mankind eaſy. What think you 
on't, Mr. Heartfree, for I take you to be my faithful 

Adviſer ? | | 

Heartf. Why truly, Madam — I think — every 
Project that is for the good of Mankind, ought to be 
encourag'd. 

IL. F. Then I have your Conſent, Sir? 

Hearif. To do whatever you pleaſe, Madam. 

L. F. You had a much more limited Complaiſance 
this Morning, Sir. Would you believe it, Ladies ? 
The Gentleman has been ſo exceeding generous, to 
tell me of above fifty Faults, in leſs time than it was 
well poſſible for me to commit two of em. 

Conſt. Why, truly, Madam, my Friend there is apt 


to be ſomething familiar with the Ladies. 


L. F. He is indeed, Sir; but he's wondrous cha- 
ritable with it: He has had the Goodneſs to deſign a 
Reformation, ev'n down to my Fingers- end. 
"Twas thus, I think Sir [Opening her | in an awk- 
«vard manner.] you'd have 'em ſtand My Eyes 


— 
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too he did not like: How was't you wou'd have 
directed em? Thus I think. _[Sfaring at bim. 
Then there was ſomething amiſs in my Gaite too: * 
don't know well how *rwas; but as I take it, he 
would have had me walk like him. Pray, Sir, do 
me the Favour to take a turn or two about the Room, 
that the Company may ſee you—He's ſullen, Ladies, 
and won't. But, to make ſhort, and give you as 
true an Idea as I can of the matter, I think *twas 
much about this Figure in general, he would have 
moulded me to: But JI was an obſtinate Woman, and 
could not reſolve to make myſelf Miſtreſs of his Heart, 
by growing as aukward as his Fancy. 

CO awalks aukwardly about, ſtaring and looking ung ain= 

ly, then changes on a ſudden to the Extremity of ber 

wſual Affectation. . 

Heartf. Juſt thus Women do, when they think we 
are in love with *em, or when they are ſo with us. 

[ Here Conſtant and Lady Brute talk together apart. 

L. F. *Twould however be leſs Vanity for me to 
conclude the former, than you the latter, Sir, 

Heartf. Madam, all I ſhall preſume to conclude, is, 
That if I were in Love, you'd find the Means ame 
me ſoon weary on't. 

L. F. Not by Over-fondneſs upon my Word, Sir. 
But pray let's ſtop here; for you are ſo much govern'd 
by Inſtinct, I know you'll grow brutiſh at laſt. 

Bel. 22 ] Now am I ſure ſhe's fond of him: TN 
try to make her jealous, Well, for my part, I ſhould 
be glad to find ſome-body would be ſo free with me, 
that I might know my Faults, and mend em. 

L. F. Then pray let me recommend this Gentle- 
man to you : I have known him ſome time, and will 
be Surety for him, that upon a very limited En- 
couragement on your Side, you ſhall find an extended 
Impudence on his. 

Heartf. I thank you, Madam, for your Recom- 
mendation : But-hating Idleneſs, I'm unwilling to 


enter into a Place where I believe there would be 
nothing 


were in earneſt 
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nothing to do. I was fond of ſerving your Lady ſhip, 
becauſe I knew you'd find me conſtant Employment. 

L. F. I told you he'd be rude, Belinda. 

Bel.' O, a little Bluntneſs is a fign of Honeſty, 
which makes me always ready to pardon it. So, 
Sir, if you have no other Exceptions to my Service, 
but the Fear of being idle in it, you may venture to 
lit yourſelf : I ſhall ind you Work, I warrant you. 

-- Hearif. Upon thoſe Terms I engage, Madam; and 
this (with your leave) I take for Earneſt. 
FS: | [Offering to hiſs her Hand. 

Bel. Hold there, Sir; I'm none of your Earneſt 
givers. But if I'm well. ſerv'd, I give good Wages, 
and pay punQtually, 

I kHeartf. and Bel. ſcem to continue talking familiarly. 

L. F. [Al.] I don't like this jeſting between 
Methinks the Fool begins to look as if he 
but then he muſt be a Fool 
mdeed. Lard, what a Difference there is between 
me and her, [Looking at. Bel. fcornfully.) How I ſhou'd 
deſpiſe ſuch a Thing, if I were a Man !——— What a 
Noſe ſhe has What a Chin What a Neck 
Then her Eyes And the worſt kiſſing Lips in the 
Univerſe No, no, he can never like her, that's 
fitive- Vet I can't ſuffer 'em together any longer. 
r. Heartfree, do you know, that you and I muſt 
have no Quarrel far all. this. ? I can't forbear being a 
little ſevere now and then: But Women, you know, 
may be allowed any thing. 

Heartf. Up to a certain Age, Madam. 

L. F. Which I'm not yet paſt, I hope. 

Heartf. [ fide.) Nor never will, I dare ſwear. 

L. F. [To Lady Brute.) Come, Madam, will your 
Ladyſhip be Witneſs to our Reconciliation ;. 

L. B. You agree then at laſt ? 


em 


. Heartf. [ Slightingly.] We forgive. 
L. F. [ Aſide.] That was a cold ill-natur'd Reply. 
L. B. Then chere's no Challenges ſent between 


Hearif; 


u? | 
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Heart. Not from me, I promiſe [4/de to Conſtant.] 
But that's more than I'll do for her; for I know ſhe 
can as well be damn'd as forbear writing to me. 

Conſt. That I believe. But I think we had beſt be 
oing, leſt ſhe ſhould ſuſpect ſomething, and be ma- 
cious. 

Heartf. With all my Heart. 

Confl. Ladies, we are your humble Servants, I ſee 
Sir John is quite engag'd, twould be in vain to expect 
him. Come, Heartfree, [Exits 

| Heartf. Ladies, your Servant, [To Belinda.) I hope 
Madam, you won't forget our Bargain; I'm. to ſay 
what I pleaſe to you. [Exit Heartfree. 

Bel. Liberty of Speech entire, Sir. 

L. F. [Alde.] Very pretty truly—But how the 
Blockhead went out languiſhing at her; and not a 
Look toward me—Well, - People may talk, but Mi- 
racles are not ceas d. For "tis more than natural, 
ſach a rude Fellow as he, and ſuch a little Impere 
tinent as ſhe, ſhould be capable of making a Woman 
of my Sphere uneaſy. But I can bear her Sight no. 
longer——methinks ſhe's grown ten times uglier than 
Cornet. I muſt home, and ſtudy Revenge. [To Lady 
Brute.) Madam, your humble Servant; I muſt take 
my Leave. 

IL. B. What, going already, Madam? 

L. F. I muſt beg you'll excuſe me this once; for 
really I have eighteen Viſits to return this Aſternoon: 
So you ſee I'm importun'd by the Women as well as 
the Men, | 

Bel. [Afide.) And ſhe's quits with them both. 

L. F. [Going] Nay, you ſhan't go one Step. out af 
the Room. 

L. B. Indeed Vil wait upon you down. 

I. F. No, ſweet Lady Brute, you know I ſwoon 
at Ceremony. 

L. B. Pray give me leave. 

L. F. You know I won't. 

L. B. Indeed I muſt. 

L. F. Indeed you ſhan't. 


L. B; 
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L. B. Indeed I will. 

I. F. Indeed you ſhan't. 

L. B. Indeed I will. 

L. F. Indeed you ſhan't. Indeed, indeed, indeed 
you ſhan't, [Exit Lady Fan. running they folbww. 

c Re-enter Lady Brute, ſola. 

This impertinent Woman has put me out of Humour 

for a Fortnight——What an agreeable Moment has 
her fooliſh Viſit interrupted ! Lord, what a Pleaſure 
there 1s in doing what we ſhould not do! 

Re-enter Conſtant. 

Ha! here again ? 

Conft. Tho' the renewing my Viſit may ſeem a little 
irregular, I hope I ſhall obtain your Pardon for it, Ma- 
dam, when you know I only left the Room, leſt the 
Lady who was here ſhould have been as malicious in 
her Remarks, as ſhe's fooliſhin her Conduct. 

L. B. He, who has Diſcretion enough to be tender 
of a Woman's Reputation, carries a Virtue-about him 
may atone for a great many Faults, 

Conf?, If it has a Title to atone for any, its Preten- 
Hons muſt needs be ſtrongeſt, where the Crime is Love. 
FE therefore hope I ſnall be forgiven the Attempt I have 
made upon your Heart, fince my Enterprize has been 
a Secret to all the World but yourſelf. 

L. B. Secrecy indeed, in Sins of this kind, is an 
Argument of Weight to leſſen the Puniſhment ; but 
nothing's a Plea, for a Pardon entire, without a ſincere 
Repentance. 

Con of If Sincerity in Repentance conſiſts in Sorrow 
for offending, no Cloyſter ever inclos'd ſo true Peni- 
tent as I ſhould be. But I hope it cannot be reckon'd 
an Offence to love, where it is a Duty to adore. 

L. B. Tis an Offence, a great one, where it would 
Tob a Woman of all ſhe ought to be ador'd for, her 
Virtue. 

Conſt. Virtue ? Virtue, alas! is no more like 
the thing that's call'd ſo, than *tis like Vice itſelf. 

L. B. It it be a thing of fo very little Value, why 
do you ſo earneſtly recommend it to your Wives and 

Daughters ? 


* 


Conſt. 
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Conſſ. We recommend it to our Wives, Madam, 
becauſe we wou'd keep em to ourſelves; and to our 
Daughters, - becauſe we wou'd diſpoſe of em to 
others, | 

L. B. Tis then of ſome Importance, it ſeems, ſince 
you can't diſpoſe of them without it. + (ARE 

Conſt, That Importance, Madam, lies in the Hu- 
mour of the Country, not in the Nature of the Thing. 
Pray what does your Ladyſhip think of a powder'd 
Coat for deep Mourning ? | 

L. B. I think, Sir, your Sophiſtry has all the Effect 
that you can reaſonably expect it ſhould have; it 
puzzles, but don't convince. 

Conft. I'm ſorry for it. 

L. B. I'm ſorry to hear you ſay fo. 

Coat. Pray Why? | 

L. B. Becauſe if you expected more from it, you 
have a worſe Opinion of my Underſtanding than I de- 
fire you ſhould have. | 

Conſt. [afide,) J comprehend her: She would have 
me ſet a Value upon her Chaſtity, that I might think 
myſelf the more oblig'd to her, when the makes me a 
Preſent of it. [te her.] I beg you will believe I did but 
rally, Madam ; I know you judge too well of Right 
and Wrong, to be deceiv'd by Arguments like thoſe. 
I hope you'll have ſo favourable an Opinion of my 
Underſtanding too, to believe the thing call'd Virtue 
has Worth enough with me, to paſs for an eternal Ob- 
ligation where'er *tis ſacrifie'd. TO 

L. B. It is, I think, ſo great a one, as nothing can 
repay, ” | 
Conſt. Ves; the making the Man you love your 
everlaſting Debtor. gas # 

L. Z. When Debtors once have borrow'd all we 
have to lend, they are very apt to grow ſhy of their 
Creditors Company. ae 

Conft. That, Madam, is only when they are forc'd 
to borrow of Uſurers, and not of a generous Friend. 
Let us choofe our Creditors, and we are ſeldom ſo 
ungrateful as to ſhun em. : 

L. B. What think you of Sir John, Sir; I was his 
free Choice ? RS 
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Cent. I think he's married, Madam. 

L. B. Does Marriage then exclude Men from at 
Rule of Conſtancy ? 

Coal. It does. Conſtancy's a brave, free, haughty, 
generous Apent, that cannot buckle to the Chains of 
Wedlock. 

L. B. Have you no Exceptions to this general Rule, 
as well as to t'other? 

Cenft, Yes, I wou'd, after all, be an Exception to 
it myſelf, if you were free in Power and Will to 
make me ſo. 

L. . Compliments are well plac'd, where tis im- 
poſſible to lay hold on 'em. 

Const. I wou'd to Heay'n 'twere poſſible for you to 
lay hold on mine, that you might ſee it is no Compli- 
ment at all. But ſince you are already diſpos'd of, be- 
yond Redemption, to one who does not know the Va- 
lue of the Jewel you have put into his Hands, I hope 
you wou'd not think him greatly wrong'd, tho? it 
ſhou'd ſometimes be look'd on by a Friend, So 
knows how to eſteem it as he ought. 

L. B. If looking on't alone wou'd ſerve his turn, 
the Wrong perhaps might not be very great. 

Conſt. Why, what if he ſhould wear it now and 
then a Day, ſo he gave good Security to bring it home 
again at Night ? 

L. B. Small Security I fancy, might ſerve for that, 
One might venture totake his Word. 

Conſt. Then where's the Injury to the Owner? 

L. B. Tis an Injury to him if he think it one. For 
if Happineſs be ſeated in the Mind, Unhappineſ 
muſt be ſo too. 

Conſt. Here I cloſe with you, Madam, and draw 
my concluſive Argument from your own Poſition : If 
the Injury lie in the Fancy, there needs nothing but 
Secrecy to prevent the Wrong. 

L. B. [going.] A ſurer Way to prevent it, is to hear 
no more Arguments in its Behalf. 

Conſt. [ following Ber.] But, Madam 

L. B. But, Sir *tis my Turn to be diſcreet now, and 


net ſuffer too long a Viſit. 
Cenſi. 
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Conſt. [catching ber Hand.] By Heaven, you ſhall 
not ſtir, till you give me Hopes that I ſhall ſee you 
again at ſome more convenient Time and Place. 

L. B. I give you juſt Hopes enough—[breating from 
him.] to get looſe from you: and that's all I can afford 
you at this Time. | [Exit running. 

_ Conſtant /o/us. 


Now by all that's t and good, ſhe's a charming 
Woman. In what Extaſy of Joy ſhe has left me] For 
ſhe ave me Hope, did ſhe not iay ſhe gave me Hope? 
Hope] Ay; what Hope——enough to make me 
let her go—why that's enough in Conſcience. Or, 
no matter how 'twas ſpoke; Hope was the Word; it 
came from her, and it was ſaid to me. 


Enter Heartfree. 


Ha, Heartfree ! Thou haſt done me noble Service in 
prattling to the young Gentlewoman without there ; 
come to my Arms, thou venerable Bawd, and let me 
ſqueeze thee [ Embraciug bim eagerly.) as a new Pair of 
Stays does a fat Country Girl, when ſhe's carried to 
Court to ſtand for a Maid of Honour. 

Heartf, Why what the Devil's all this Rapture for? 

Con/t. Rapture] There's ground for Rapture, Man; 
there's Hopes, my Heartfree, Hapes, my Friend. 

Heartf. Hopes ! of what? 

Conſt. Why, Hopes that my Lady and I together 
(for tis more than one Body's Work) ſhould make Sir 
Jobn a Cuckold. 

Heartf. Pr'ythee, what did ſhe ſay to thee ? 

Conſt, Say! What did ſhe not ſay ? ſhe ſaid that 
ſays ſhe—ſhe ſaid—Zoons, I don't know what ſhe 
ſaid : But ſhe look'd as if ſhe ſaid every thing I'd have 
ber; and ſo if thou'lt go to the Tavern, III treat thee 
with any thing that Gold can buy; I'll give all my 
Silver amongſt the Drawers, make a Bonfire before 
the Door ; ſay the Plenipo's bave fign'd the Peace, and 


the Bank of Eng/and's grown honeſt, Exeunt. 
SCENE. 
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SCENE opens; Lord Rake, Sir John, c. at a Ta- 
| ble, drinking. f 


All. Huzza ! 

L. R. Come, Boys, charge again—So—Confuſion 
to all Order.. Here's Liberty of Conſcience. 

All. Huzza + : 

L. R. Come, fing the Song I made this Morning. 

L. R. [Rep.] And in Peace I'll jog on to the Devil. 
Well, how do youlike it; Gentlemen ? 

All. O, admirable! | 

Sir J. I weu'd not give a Fig for a Song that is 
not full of Sin and Impudence. 

L. R. Then my Muſe is to your Taſte. But drink 
away; the night ſteals upon us; we ſhall want Time 
to be lewd in. Hey, Page, ſally, out Sirrah, and 
ſee what's doing in the Camp; we'll beat up their 
Quarters preſently. 

Page. Pil bring your Lordſhip an exact Account. 

[Exit Page. 

L. R. Now let the Spirit of Clary go round, Here's 
to our Forlorn Hope, Courage, Knight, Victory attends 
you, 

Sir J. And Laurels ſhall crown me; drink away, 
and be damn'd. 

L. R. Again, Boys; Yother Glaſs, and damn Mo- 
rality. 

Sir J. [drunk,] Ay damn Morality—and damn 
the Watch. And let the Conſtable be married. 

All, Huzza! 

Re-enter Page. 


L. R. How are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah ? 

Page. My Lord, its Sunday-night, they are full of 
drunken Citizens. 

L. R. Along then, Boys, we ſhall have a Feaſt. 

C. B. Along, noble Knight. 

Sir J. Ay—along Bully ; and he that ſays Sir John 
Brute is not as drunk and as religious as the drunken- 
eſt Citizen of them all is a Liar, and the Son 
of a Whore. | 

C. B. Why, that was bravely ſpoke, and like a 
free-born Exgliſbman. 3 Sir 
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Sir J. What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an 
Engli/hman or a Frenchman. 

C. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir ? 

Sir J. Zoons, I am angry, Sir——for if I'm 
free-born Engliy/bman, what have you to do, even <4 
talk of my Privileges ? 

L. R. Why, pr'ythee, Knight, don't quarrel here; 
leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day-light ; 
let the Night be employ'd againſt the publick Enemy. 

Sir 7. My Lord, I reſpoR you becauſe you are a 
Man of Quality. But I'll make that Fellow know, I 
am within a Hair's breadth as abſolute by my Pri- 
vileges, as the King of France is by his Prerogative. 
He by his Prerogative takes Money where it is not his 
due ; 1 by my Privilege refuſe paying it where I owe it. 
Liberty and Property, and O/d England. Huzza 


All. Huzza! [Exit Sir John reeling, all following 
him. | ; 


SCENE, A Bed-Chamber. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, 

L. B. Sure it's is, Belinda, I begin to be ſleepy. 

Bel. Yes, tis near Twelve. Will you go to Bed ? 

L. B. To Bed, my Dear? And by that Time I 
am fallen into a ſweet Sleep (or perhaps a ſweet 
Dream, which is better and better) Sir John will 
come home roaring drunk, and be overjoy'd he finds 
me in a Condition to be diſturb'd. 

Bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all 
Night. The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with 
my Lord Rake. 

L. B. Nay, 'tis not very likely, indeed, ſuch 
ſuitable Company ſhould part preſently. What Hogs 
Men turn, Belinda, when they grow weary of Women ? 

188 And what Owls they are, whilſt they are fond 
of 'em. 

L. B. But that we may forgive well enough, be- 
cauſe they are ſo upon our accounts. But pr'ythee one 
Word of poor Conſtant before we go to bed, if an 
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S CEN E opens ; Lord Rake, Sir John, &c. at à Ta- 
| ble, drinking. 

All. Huzza ! | 

L. R. Come, Boys, charge again—So—Confuſion 
to all Order.. Here's Liberty of Conſcience. 

All. Huzza . | 

L. R. Come, ſing the Song I made this Morning. 

L. R. [Rep.] And in Peace Lil jog on to the Devil. 
Well, how do you like it, Gentlemen ? 

All. ©, admirable! | 

Sir J. I wou'd not give a Fig for a Song that is 
not full of Sin and Impudence. 

L. R. Then my Muſe is to your Tafte. But drink 
away; the night ſteals upon us; we ſhall want Time 
to be lewd in. Hey, Page, ſally, out Sirrah, and 
ſee what's doing in the Camp; we'll beat up their 
Quarters preſently. 

Page. Pl bring your Lordſhip an exact Account. 

[Exit Page. 

L. R. Now let the Spirit of Clary go round, Here's 
to our Forlorn Hope, Courage, Knight, Victory attends 
you, 

Sir J. And Laurels ſhall crown me; drink away, 
and be damn'd. 

L. R. Again, Boys; Yother Glaſs, and damn Mo- 
rality. | 
Sir F. ſarunk,] Ay—damn Morality—and damn 
the Watch. And let the Conſtable be married. 

All, Huzza! 

Re-enter Page. 


L. R. How are the Streets inhabited, Sirrah ? 

Page. My Lord, its Sunday-night, they are full of 
drunken Citizens. 

L. R. Along then, Boys, we ſhall have a Feaſt. 

C. B. Along, noble Knight. 

Sir J. Ay—along Bally; and he that ſays Sir John 
Brute is not as rus and as religious as the drunken- 
eſt Citizen of them all 
of a Whore. 

C. B. Why, that was bravely ſpoke, and like a 
free-born Exgliſbman. N Sir 


is a Liar, and the Son 
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Sir F. What's that to you, Sir, whether I am an 
Engli/oman or a Frenchman. 

C. B. Zoons, you are not angry, Sir ? 

Sir J. Zoons, I am angry, Sir——for if I'm a 
free-born Engli/bman, what have you to do, even to 
talk of my Privileges ? 

L. R. Why, pr'ythee, Knight, don't quarrel here; 
leave private Animoſities to be decided by Day-light ; 
let the Night be employ'd againſt the publick Enemy. 

Sir 7. My Lord, I reſpe& you becauſe you are a 
Man of Quality. But I'll make that Fellow know, I 
am within a Hair's breadth as abſolute by my Pri- 
vileges, as the King of France is by his Prerogative. 
He by his Prerogative takes Money where it is not his 
due ; 1 by my Privilege refuſe paying it where I owe it. 
Liberty and Property, and Ola England. Huzza! 

All. Huzza! [Exit Sir John reeling, all following 


Him. | 
SCENE, A Bed Chamber. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, 

L. B. Sure it's late, Belinda, I begin to be ſleepy. 

Bel. Ves, tis near Twelve. Will you go to Bed ? 

L. B. To Bed, my Dear? And by that Time 1 
am fallen into a ſweet Sleep (or perhaps a ſweet 
Dream, which is better and better) Sir John will 
come home roaring drunk, and be overjoy'd he finds 
me in a Condition to be-diſturb'd. 

Bel. O you need not fear him, he's in for all 
Night. The Servants ſay he's gone to drink with 
my Lord Rake. 

L. B. Nay, tis not very likely, indeed, ſuch 
ſuitable Company ſhould part preſently. What Hogs 
Men turn, Belinda, when they grow weary of Women? 

Ed And what Owls they are, whilſt they are fond 
of 'em. 

L. B. But that we may forgive well enough, be- 
cauſe they are ſo upon our accounts, But pr'ythee one 
Word of poor Conſtant before we go to bed, if 45 
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but to furniſh Matter for Dreams : I dare ſwear he's 
talking of me now, or thinking of me at leaſt. 

Bel. So he ought, I think ; for you were pleas'd to 
make him a good round Advance To-day, Madam. 

L. B. Why, I have een plagu'd him enough to 
ſatisfy any reaſonable Woman: He has beſieg'd me 
theſe two Years to no Purpoſe. | 

Bel. And if he beſieg d you two Years more, he'd 
be well enough pay'd, ſo he had the plundering of 
you at laſt, . 

L. B. That may be; but I'm afraid the Town 
won't be able to hold out much longer: for to confeſs 
the Truth to you, Belinda, the Garriſon begins to grow 
mutinous. - 

Bel. Then the ſooner you capitulate, the better. 

L. B. Yet, methinks, I wou'd fain ſtay a little 
longer to ſee you fix'd too, that we might ſtart together, 
and ſee who cou'd love longeſt. What think you, if 
Heartfree ſhou'd have a Month's Mind to you. 

Bel. Why faith I cou'd almoſt be in love with him 
for deſpiſing that fooliſh, affected Lady Fancyful ; but 
I'm afraid he's too cold ever to warm himſelf by my 
Fire. | 
L. B. Then he deſerves to be froze to death. 
Wou'd I were a Man for your ſake, dear Rogue. 
[King . 

Bel. You'd wiſh yourſelf a Woman again for your 
own, or the Men are miſtaken. But if I cou'd make 
a Conqueſt of this Son of Bacchus, and rival his Bottle, 
what ſhou'd I do with him? He has no Fortune, I 
can't marry him: and ſure you wou'd not have me 
do I don't know what with him. 

L. B. Why, if you did, Child, *twould be but a 
good friendly Part; if "twere only to keep me in 
countenance, whilſt I play the Fool with Con/tazr. 

Bel. Well, if I can't reſolve to ſerve you that 
way, I may perhaps ſome other, as much to your Sa- 
tisfaction. But pray, how ſhall we contrive to ſee 
. theſe Blades again quickly? 

L. B. We muſt e'en have recourſe to the old way; 
make em an Appointment *twixt Jeſt and Earneſt ; 
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thing to ſave a Woman's Bluſhes. 
Bel. You adviſe well; but where ſhall it be? 
L. B. In Spring-Gardes: But they ſhan't know 
their Women, till they pull off their Maſks; for a 
Surprize is the moſt agreeable thing in the World: 


do 'em any good Turn I can think on. 
Bel. Then pray write em the neceſſary Billet, 
without farther Delay. 


L. B. Let's go into your Chamber then, and whilſt 


you ſay your nt PI do it, OE [Exeunt, 
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SCENE, Covent-Garden. 


Enter Lord Rake, Sir John, c. with Swords drawn, 


L. R. TS the Dog dead? 
1 .. No, damn him, I heard him 
wheeze. 


L. R. How the Witch his Wife howP'd ! 

C. B. Ay, ſhe'll alarm the Watch preſently. 

„L. R. Appear, Knight, then; come, you have a 
good Cauſe to fight for, there's a Man murder d. 

Sir F. Is there! then let his Ghoſt be ſatisfy'd ; 
for Ill ſacrifice a Conſtable to it preſently, and yon 
his Body upon his wooden Chair. 

75 


Enter a Taylor, with a Bundle * his Arm. 


C. B. How now; what have we got here? a. 
Thief. 
Tay. No, an't pleaſe you, I'm no Thief. 
L. R. That we'll ſee preſently : Here ; let the Ge- 
neral examine him. 
Sir F, Ay, ay, let me examine him, and ru lay 
a hun- 
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*twill look like a Frolick, and that you know is a very 


And I find myſelf in a very good Humour, ready to 
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a hundred Pound I find him guilty in ſpite of h's 
Teeth—for he looks—like a—ſneaking Raſcal. Come, 
Sirrah, without Equivocation or mental Reſervation, 
tell me of what Opinion you are, and what Calling ; 
for by them ſhall gueſs at your Morals. 

Tay. An't pleaſe you, I'm a diſſenting Journeyman 
Taylor. | 

Sir J. Then, Sirrah, you love Lying by your Re- 
ligion, and Theft by your Trade: And fo, that your 
Puniſhments may be ſuitable to your Crimes —T'll have 
you firſt gagg d and then hang'd. 

Tay. Pray, good worthy Gentlemen, don't abuſe 
me: indeed I'm an honeſt Man, and a good Workman, 
tho” I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it. 

Sir J. No Words, Sirrah, but attend you Fate. 

L. R. Let me ſee what's in that Bundle. | 

Tay. An't pleaſe you, its my Lady's ſhort Cloak and 
wraping Gown, ' 

Sir F. What Lady, you Reptile, you ? 

Tay. My Lady Brute, an't pleaſe your Honour, 

Sir J. My Lady Brute my Wife! the Robe of 
my Wife with Reverence let meapproach it. The 
dear Angel is always taking Care of me in Danger, 
and has ſent me this Suit of Armour to protect me in 
this Day of Battle ; on they go. 

All. O brave Knight! 

L. R. Live Dor Quixot the Second. 

Sir 7. Sancho, my Squire, help me on with my 
Armour. | : 

Tay. O dear Gentlemen! I ſhall be quite undone 
if you take the Sack. | 

Sir I. Retire, Sirrah ! and fipce you carry off your 
Skin, go home and be happy. 

Sir 4 So! how d' ye like my Shapes now? 

L. R. To a Miracle! He looks like à Queen of 
the Amazons —But to your Arms! Gentlemen ! The 
Enemy's upon their March—here's the Watch 

Sir F. Oons! if it were Alexander the Great, at 
the Head of his Army, I wou'd drive him into a 
Horſe-Pond. 

All. Huzza! O brave Knight! 


Enter 
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Enter Watchman, ps 


Sir F. See'! Here he comes, with all his Greeks 
about him —— -—_ 

Watch. Hey-dey ! Who have we got here ſtand. 

Sir F. May-hap not! 

Watch. What are you all doing here 4n the Sopers 
at this time o' night? And who are you, Madam, that 
ſeem to be at the Head of this noble Crew ? 

Sir F. Sirrah? I am Bonduca, Queen of the 
Welchmen ; and with a _= as long as my Pedigree, 
I will deſtroy your Roman Legion in an Inftant 
Britons ſtrike home. [Snatches a Watchman's Staff, 
farikes at the Watch, and 2 doxun, his Party drove of. 

Watch. So! We have got the Queen, however! 
We'll make her pay well for her Ranſom Come, 
Madam, will your Majeſty pleaſe to walk before the 
Conſtable.? 

Sir 7 The Conſtable's a Raſcal! And you are 2 
Son of a Whore ! 

"Watch. A moſt noble Reply, truly! If this be her 
Toyal Style, I'll warrant her Maids of Honour prattle 
Pony. But we'll teach you ſome of our Court- 

ialeA before we part with you, Princeſs— Away 
with her to the Round-houſe. 

Sir F. Hands off, you Ruffians! My Honcur's 
dearer to me than my Life ; I hope you won't be 
uncivil. 

Watch, Away with her. [Exennt. 


SCENE, A Bed. Chamber. 


Enter Heariſree ſolus. 


What the Plague ails me ?-—-Love ? No, I thank 
you for that, my Heart's Rock ſtill Yet tis Be- 
linda that diſturbs me, that's poſitive——Well, what 


of all that! Muſt I love her for being troubleſome ? 
At that Rate I might love all the Women I meet, 
I-gad. But hold tho' I don't love her for diſturb- 
ing me, yet ſhe may Wm me, becauſe I love her 


Ay, 
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Ay, that may be, faith. I have dreamt of her, that's 
certain Well, ſo I have of my Mother; therefore 
what's that to the Purpoſe ? Ay, but Belinda runs in 
my Mind waking—and ſo does many a damn'd thing, 
that I don't care a Farthing for——Methinks, tho' I 
would fain be talking to her, and yet I have no Buſi- 
neſs—Well, am I the firſt Man that has had a Mind 
to do an impertinent thing ? 


Euter Conſtant. 


Conft. How now, Heartree? What makes you up 
and dreſs'd ſo ſoon ? I thought none but Lovers quar- 
rel'd with their Beds; I expected to have found you 
fnoring, as I us'd to do. 

Heartf. Why, faith, Friend, 'tis the Care I have of 
pore Affairs, that makes me ſo thoughtful ; I have 

en ſtudying all Night how to bring your Matter 
about with Belinda ? | 

Conſt. With Belinda! | 

Heartf. With my Lady, I mean: And faith I have 
mighty Hopes on't. Sure you muſt be very well ſa- 
tisfy'd with her Behaviour to you Yeſterday ? 

Conft. So well, that nothing but a Lover's Fears 
can make me doubt of Succeſs, But what can this 


ſudden Change proceed from ? 
Heartf. Why, you ſaw her Huſband beat her, did 


you not ? 

Conf. That's true: A Huſband is ſcarce to be borne 
upon any terms, much leſs when he fights with his 
Wife. Methinks, ſhe ſhou'd e'en have cuckolded 
him upon the very Spot, to ſhew that after the Battle 
ſhe was Maſter of the Field. | | 

Heartf. A Council of War of Women wou'd infal. 
libly have advis'd her to't. But, I confeſs, ſo agree- 
able a Woman as Belinda deſerves better Uſage. 

Conſt. Belinda again 

Heartf. My Lady, I mean. What a Pox makes 
me blunder ſo to-day ? [ A/ide.] A Plague of this trea - 
cherous Tongue, 

Cont, Pr ythee look upon me ſeriouſly, Heartfree— 

: „„ 
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Now anſwer me directly: Is it my Lady, or Belinda, 
employs your careful Thoughts thus ? 

Heartf. My Lady, or Belinda ? 

Conſt. In Love; by this Light, in Love. 

Heartf. In Love! 

Conſt, Nay, neer deny it; for thou'lt do it ſo auk- 
wardly, *twill-but make the Jeſt ſit heavier about thee, 
My dear Friend, I give thee much Joy. 

Heartf. Why, pr'ythee, you won't perſuade me to 
it, will you? 

Conſt. That ſhe's Miſtreſs of your Tongue, that's 
plain; and I know your are fo honeſt a Fellow, your 
Tongue and Heart always go together. But how, 
but how the Devil? Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha 

Heartf. Hey-day : Why ſure you don't believe it in 
earneſt ? | | | 

Conſt, Yes, I do, becauſe I ſee you deny it in jeſt. 

Heartf. Nay, but look you, Ned——a - deny in 
jeſt——a——-gadzooks, you know I fay——a2 
when a Man denies a think in jeſt—a— 

Conſt. Pha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Heartf. Nay, then we ſhall have it: What, becauſe 
a Man ſtumbles at a Word: Did you never make a 
Blunder ? 

Conſt. Yes ; for I am in Love, I own it. 

Heartf. Then, ſo am I-—Now laugh till thy Soul's 
glutted with Mirth, [Embracing him.] But, dear Cons 

/tant, don't tell the Town on't. 

Cor:/t Nay then, *cwere almoſt pity to laugh at thee, 
after ſo honeſt a Confeſſion. But tell us a little, Zack, 
by what new invented Arms has this mighty Stroke 
been given ? | | 

Heartf. E'en by that unaccountable Weapon, call'd 
Je-ne-ſgai-quay : For every thing that can come within 
the Verge of Beauty, I have ſeen it with Indifference. 

Conſt. So in few Words then; the Fe-ne-ſpai-quoy 
has been too hard for the quilted Petticoat. 

Heartf, T'gad, I think the Fe-ne-ſgei-quoy is in the 
quilted Petticoat; at leaſt *tis certain, I ne'er think on't 


without aa 7e-ne-ſpai-quoy in every Part about 
me. 
a Ca 
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| Conſt, Well, but have all your Remedies loſt their 
Virtue? Have you turn'd her In- ſide out yet ? 

Heartf. I dare not fo much as think on't. 

Conſt. But don't the wo Years auge! have had, 
diſcourage you? 

Hearif, Yes : I dread what I foreſee ; yet cannot 
quit the Enterprize. Like ſome Soldiers, whoſe Cou- 
rage dwells more in their Honour, than their Nature : 
On they go, tho' the Body trembles at what the Soul 
makes it undertake, 

Cont. Nay, if you expect. your Miſtreſs will uſe 
you, as your Profanations againſt her Sex deſerve, you 
tremble juſtly. But how do you intend to proceed, 
Friend ? 

Heartf. Thou know'ſt Pm but a Novice ; ; be friend- 
ly and adviſe me. 

Conſt, Why, look you then; T'd have you—Sere- 
nade and a—write-a Song—Go to Church ; Look like 
a'Fool--Be very officious ; Ogle, write and lead out : 
And who knows, but in a Year or two's time, you 
may be—call'd a troubleſome Puppy, and ſent about 
your Buſineſs. 

Heartf. That's hard. 

Con/t, Yet thus it oft falls out with Lovers, Sir. 

Heartf. Pox on me for making one of the Number. 

Con/t. Have a care; Say no ſaucy things; twill but 
augment your Crime; and if your Miſtreſs hears on't, 
increaſe your Puniſhment. 

Heartfs Pr'ythee fay ſomething then to encourage 
me, you know I help'd you in your Diſtreſs. 

Confl. Why then to encourage you to Perſeverance, 
that you may be thoroughly ill-us'd for your Offences ; 


I'll put you in mind, that even the coyeſt Ladies of 
'em all are made up of Deſires, as well as we; and. 


tho” they do hold out a long time, they will capitulate 
at laſt, For that thundering Engineer, Nature, does 
make ſuch Havock in the Town, they muſt ſurrender 
at long run, or periſh in their own Flames, 
Enter Footman, 
” 1 "Foot; Sir, there's a Porter without with a Letter ; | he 
deſires to give it into your own Hands, 
Corſe 


Co 
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Conſt, Call him in. 
5 59 Enter Porter. 

Conſt, What, Foe ! Is it thee ? | 

Port. An't pleaſe you, Sir, I was order'd to deliver 
this into your own Hands, by two well-ſhap'd Ladies, 
at the New Exchange. I was at your Honour's Lodg- 
ings, and your Servants ſent me hither. 

Con/t. "Tis well, are you to carry any Anſwer ? 

Port. No, my noble Maſter. They gave me my 
Orders, and whip, they were gone like a Maidenhead 
at Fifteen. | 

Conſt. Very well; there. [Gives him Money. 

Port. God bleſs your Honour. [ Exit Porter, 

Conſt. Now let's fee what honeſt, truſty Foe has 
brought us. | 


[Reads ] IF you and your Play-Fellow can ſpare Time 


from your Buſineſs and Devotions ; don't fail to be at 


Spring-Garden about Eight in the Evening. You'll find 
rot hing there but M omen, ſo you need bring no other Arms 
than what you uſually carry about you. 


So, Play-fellow : here's ſomething to ſtay your Sto- 
mach till your Miſtreſs's Diſh is ready for you. 
- Hearif, Some of our old batter'd Acquaintance. I 
won't go, not I. | 

Conjt. Nay, that you can't avoid; there's Honour 
in the Caſe ; tis a Challenge, and I want a Second. 

Heartf. I doubt I ſhall be but a very uſeleſs one to 
you; for I'm ſo diſhearten'd by this Wound Belinda 
has given me, I don't think I ſhall have Courage enough 
to draw my Sword. | 

Conſt. O, if that be all, come along; I'Il warrant 
you find Sword enough for ſuch Enemies as we have 
to deal withal. . [Exeunt, 


SCENE, A Street. 


Enter Conflable and Watchmen, with Sir John. 


Con. Come, forſooth, come along, if you pleaſe ! 
I once in Compaſſion thought to have ſeen you ſafe 
C 3 home 


* 1 


5% ze Provotd Wife. 


home this Morning: But you have been ſo rampant 
and abuſive all Night, I ſhall ſee what the Juſtice of 
Peace will ſay to you. 

Sir J. And you hall ſee what PII ſay to the Juſtice 
of Peace, Sirrah. [Watchman rocks at the Door. 
Enter Servant. 

Con. Is Mr. Juſtice at home ? 

Serv. Yes. 

Con. Pray acquaint his Worſhip we have got an 
unruly Woman here, and defire to know what he'll 
pleaſe to have done with her. 

Serv. I'll acquaint my Mafter. Exit Serv. 

Sir 7. Hark you, Conſtable, what cuckoldy Juſtice 
is this? 

Con. One that knows how to deal with ſuch Romps 
as you are, Þ'll warrant you. 
Enter Juſtice. 

Fuſt, Well, Mr. Conkable, what is the Matter 
there ? 

Con. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, this here comical 

- fort of a Gentlewoman has committed great Out- 
rages to-night. She has been frolicking with my. 
Lord Rake and his Gang; they attacked the Watch, 
and I hear there has been a Man kill'd: I believe, 
"tis they have done it. 

Sir J. Sir, there may have been Murder for ought 
I know ; and 'tis a great Mercy there has not been a 
Rape too that P ellow wou'd have raviſh'd me. 

2d Watch. Raviſh! Raviſh! O lud! O lud! O lud! 
Raviſh her! Why, pleaſe your Worſhip, I heard Mr. 
Conſtable ſay he believed ſhe was little better than a 
Maphrodite. 

Juſt. Why truly, ſhe does ſeem a little maſculine- 
about the Mouth. 

2d Watch. Yes, and hou the Hands too, an't 

pleaſe your Worſhip, I did but offer in meer Civility, 
to help her up the * into our Apartment, and with 


her gripen Fiſt thus, ay. [Sir ] John Anecks him dbaun. 
Sir F. Juſt ſo, Sir, I fell'd him to the Ground like 
an Ox 


Juſt. Out upon this boiſterous Woman Out upon 
her. Sir 
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Sir J. Mr, Jaſtice he would have been uncivil; It 
was in Defence of my Honour, and I demand Sa- 
tisfaQtion, 

2d Watch. I hope your Worſhip will ſatisfy her 
Honour in Bridewell ; that Fiſt of hers will make an 
admirable Hemp-beater, | 

Sir J. Sir, I hope you will protect me againſt that 
libidinous Raſcal; 1 am a Woman of Quality and 
Virtue too, for all I am in an Undreſs this Morning. 

Juſt. Madam, if you expect I ſhou'd be favourable 
to you, I defire I may know who you are. 

Sir F. Sir, Iam any body, at your Service, 

Juſt. Lady, I deſire to know your Name? 

Sir F. Sir, my Name's Mary. 

Juſt. Ay, but your Surname, Madam ? 

Sir F. Sir, my Surname's the very ſame with my 
Huſband's. 

Juſt. A ſtrange Woman this} Who is your Huſband, 

ray ? 

Sir F. Sir John, 

F uſt. Sir Fohn who ? 

Sir J. Sir John Brute. 

F Tu Is is poſſible, Madam, you can be my Lady 
rute? 

Sir J. That happy Woman, Sir, am 13 GN a 
little in my Merriment to- night. 

uſt. I am concerned for Sir dn. 

Sir J. Truly, ſo am IJ. 

Juſt. T have heard he's an honeſt Gentleman. 

Sir F. As ever drank. 

Juſt. Good lack ! Indeed, Lady, I'm forry he has 
ſuch a Wife. 

Sir J. I am ſorry he has any Wife at all. 

Juſt. And ſo perhaps may he—I doubt you have 
not given him a very 7 good Taſte of Matrimony. 

Sir F. Taſte, Sir | ir, I have ſcorn'd to ſtint him 
to a Taſte, I have given him a full Meal of it. 

Juſt. Indeed I believe ſo ! But pray, fair Lady, 
may he have given you any Occaſion for this ex- 
traordinary Conduct Does he not aſe you well? 

Sir 7. A little _ the rough ſometimes, | 
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Just. Ay, any Man may be out of Humour now 
and then, 

Sir F. Sir, I love Peace and Quiet, and when a 
Woman don't find that at home, ſhe's apt ſometimes 
to comfort herſelf with a few innocent Diverſions 
abroad. 

I doubt he uſes you but too 1 Pray how 
does he as to that weighty thing, Money ? Does he 
allow you what is proper of that ? 

Sir F. Sir, I have generally enough to pay the 
Reckoning, if this Son of a Whore of a Drawer 
. but bring his Bill. 

| A ſtrange Woman this— Does he ſpend a 
redlanable Portion of his Time at home, to the Com- 

fort of his Wife and Children? 

Sir J. He never gave his Wife cauſe to repine at 
his being abroad in his Life. 

Fujt. Pray, Madam, how way he be in the grand 
matrimonial Point- s he true to your Bed? 

Sir J. Chaſt! Oons! This Fellow aſks ſo many 
impertinent Queſtions ! ! I gad I believe it is the Juſtice's 
Wife, in the Juſtice's Clothes, 

Juſt. Pray, Madam, (and then I've done) what 
may be yeur Ladyſhip's common Method of Life; 
If I may preſume ſa far. 

Sir 7. Why, Sir, much that of a Woman of 
Quality. 

Juſi. Pray how may you generally paſs your Time, 
Madam ? Your Morning for Example. 

Sir FJ. Sir, hike a Woman of Quality——1 wake 
about two o'Clock in the Aﬀternoon—I ſtretch and 
make a Sign for my Chocolate—When I have drank 
three Cups—I ſlide down again upon my Back, with 
my Arms over my Head, while my two Maids put on 
my Stockings—Then hanging upon their Shoulders, 
I am trail'd to my great Chair, where I fit—and yawn 
—for my Breakfaſt—If it don't come preſently, I lie 
down upen my Couch to ſay my Prayers, while my 
Maid reads me the Play-Bills. 

Juſt. Very well, Madam. 

Sir J. When >the Tea is brought io, I drink twelve 
regular 
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regular Diſhes, with eight Slices of Bread and Butter 
And half an Hour after, I ſend to the Cook to know 
if the Dinner is almoſt ready. 

Juſt. So! Madam! | 
Sir F. By that Time my Head is half dreſt, I hear 
my Husband ſwearing himſelf into a State of Per- 
dition, that the Meat's all cold upon the Table, to 
amend which, I come down in an Hour more, and 
have it ſent back to- the Kitchen, to be all dreſt over 

again. 

Fuſt. Poor Man f 

Sir F. When I have din'd, and my idle Servants 
are preſumptuouſly ſet down at their Eaſe, to do ſo 
too, I call for my Coach, to go viſit fifty dear Friends, 
of whom I hope I ſhall never find one at home, while 
I ſhall live. 

Fuſt. So]. There's the Morning and Afternoon 
pretty well diſpos'd of, Pray, Madam, how do- 
you paſs your Evenings ? 9% | 

Sir J. Like a Woman of Spirit, Sir, a great Spirit. 
Give me a Box and Dice—Seven's the Main, Oons ! 
Sir, I ſet you a Hundred Pound! Why, do you think 
Women are married now a Days, to fit at home and 
=o Napkins: Sir, we have nobler ways of paſſing 

ime. 

Fuſt. Mercy upon us, Mr. Conſtable, what will 
this Age come to. 

Conſt. What will it. come to, indeed; if ſuch Wo- 
men as theſe are not ſet in the Stocks ?- 

Sir J. Sir, L have a little urgent Buſineſs calls upon 
me ; and therefore I deſire the Favour of. you to bring 
Matters to a Concluſion, 

Fauſt. Madam, if I were ſure. that Buſineſs were 
not to commit more Diſorders, I wou'd releaſe you. 

Sir 7. None By my Virtue. 

Fuſt. Then, Mr. Conſtable, you may diſcharge her. 

Sir 7, Sir, your very humble Servant, If you 
pleaſe to accept of a Bottle | 

Juſt. I thank you, kindly, Madam; but I. never 
drink in a Morning. Good-by-t'ye, Madam, good- 


by-t'ye, 
Cg Sir 
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Sir 7. Good-by-t'ye, good Sir. [Exit Juſtice. 
S0 — now, Mr. Conſtable, ſhall yoo and I go pick 
up a Whore together? 

Conſt. No, thank you, Madam; my Wife s enough 
to ſatisfy any reaſonable Man. | 

Sir J. [ X/ide.] He, he, he, he, he— the Foot i is. 
married then. ell, you won't go? | 

Conf. Not I, truly. 

Sir. F. Then I'll go by myſelf; and * your 
Wife may go to the Devil. [Exit Sir John. 
Conſtable gazing after ber.] Why God-a-mercy Lady. 


 [Exennt. 
SCENE, E oa 


Conſtant and Heartfree cro/s the Stage. 4 they go off, 
enter x act Fancyful and Mademoiſelle maſtd and 


dogging em 
Conſt. So ; 1 think we are about the time appoint · 
ed: let us walk up this way. I[EExeunt. 


L. F. Good : Thus far 1 have dogg'd 'em without 
being diſcover'd. Tis infallibly ſome Intrigue that 
brings them to Spring Garden. How my poor Heart is 
torn and wrackt with Fear and Jealouſy ! Yet let it be 
any thing but that Flirt Belinda, and I'll try to bear it, 
But if it prove her, all that's Woman in me ſhall be- 


_—_— to deſtroy her. 
[Exeunt after Conſtant and Heartfree. 


FO Conſtant and Heartfree. Lady Fancyful 

and Mademoiſelle /7i/l following at a Diſtance. 

Conſt. I fee no Females yet, that have any thing to 
ſay to us. I'm afraid we are banter'd. 

Heartf. I wiſh we were; for I'm in no Humour to 
make either them or myſelf merry. 

Conf. Nay, I'm ſore you'll make them merry enough, 
if I tell 'em why you are dull. But pr'ythee why fo 
heavy and ſad before you begin to be ill us'd ? 7 

 Hleartf. For the ſame Reaſon, perhaps, that you are 
fo briſk ard well pleas'd ; becauſe both Pains and Plea- 
ſures are generally more conſiderable in Proſpect, than. 


when they come to paſs. 
Enter 
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Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, maſt'd, and poorly dreſi'd. 


| Confi, How now ! who are theſe ? Not our Game, 
I hope. 

Heartf." If they are, we are e' en well enough ſerv'd,. 
to come a hunting here, when we had ſo much bec- 
ter Game in Chaſe elſewhere. 

L. F. [to Mademoiſelle.) So, thoſe are their Ladies 
without doubt. But I'm afraid that Doily Stuff is not 
worn for want of better Clothes. They are the very 
Shape and Size of Belinda and her Aunt. 

Madem. So dey: be inteed, Matam. | 

L. F. We'll ſlip into this cloſe Arbor, where we 
may hear all they ſay. 

[Exeunt Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle, 

L. B. What, are you afraid of us, Gentlemen? 

Heartf. Why, truly, I think we may, if Appear-- 
ance don't lye. 

Bel. Do you always find Women what they appear 


to be, Sir ? 

Heartf. No; forſooth ; but I ſeldom find 'em better: 
than they appear to be. 

Bel. Then the Outfide's beſt you think ?- 

Heart. Tis the honeſteſt. 

Conſt. Have a care, Heargſree; you are relapling. 
again, 
11 B. Why, does the Gentleman uſe to rail at Wo- 
men ? 

Conſt. He has done formerly. | 

Bel. I ſuppoſe he had very good Cauſe fort. They 
did not uſe you ſo well, as you thought you deſerv'd,, 
Sir. 

L. B. They made themſelves merry at your Ex- 
pence, Sir? 

Bel. Laugh'd when you ſigh'd. 

L. B. Slept while you were. waking. 

Bel. Had your Porter beat. 

L. B. And threw your Billet-doux in the Fire. 

Heartf. Hey-day, I ſhall do more than rail preſently; 

Bel. Why you won't beat us, will you ? 


Hear. Ldon't know but I may. = 
i | Conſt, 
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Confi. What the Devil's coming here? Sir Jobn in 
a Gown——And drunk, i faith. 


Enter Sir John, 


Sir J. What a Pox——here's Canflant, Heartfree— 
and two Whores Tgad———O you covetous Rogues ! 
what have you never a ſpare Punk for your Friend 
But I'Y ſhare with ou. [ He ſeixes both the Women. 
* 47 Why what the plague have you been doing, 

night? MR | 

815 J. Why, I have been beating the Watch, and 
ſcandalizing the Clergy. | 

Heart. A very good Account, truly. 

Sir 7. And what do you think I'll do next? 

Cost. Nay, that no Man can gueſs. 

Sir J. Why, if you'll let me ſup with you, Il treat 
both your Strumpets. 

L. B. [Alas] O Lord, we're undone. 

Heartf. No, we cant ſup together, becauſe we have 
ſome Affairs elſewhere. But if you'll accept of theſe. 

two Ladies, we'll be ſo complaiſant to you, to reſign 
our Right in 'em. | 
Bel. [4fide.) Lord, what ſhall we do? 
Sir 7. Let me ſee, their Clothes are ſuch damn'd 
Clothes; they won't pawn for the Reckoning. 
| Hearif. Sir John, your Servant. Raptures attend 
you. 3 

Conf. Adieu Ladies, make much of the Gentleman. 

L. B. Why ſure you won't leave us in the Hands 
of a drunken Fellow-to abuſe us. f 

Sir J. Who do you call a drunken Fellow, you 
Slet you? I'ma Man of Quality; the King has made 
me a Knight, [Heartf, runs of. 

3 Ay, ay, you are in good Hands; Adieu, 
Adieu. =» 

L. B. The Devil's Hands: Let me go, or I'. 
Tor Heaven's ſake protect us. 

[S/e breaks from him, runs to Conſtant, twitching off 

ber Maſh, and clapping it on again. | 

Sir J. III Devil you, you Jade you. I'll demoliſh 
pour ug y Face. — 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter Heartfree, Belinda runs to him, * 


Face. 


Heartf. Hold, thou mighty Man; look ye, Sir, ue 
did but jeſt with you. Theſe are Ladies of our Ac- 
quaintance that we had a mind to frighten a little, but 
now you muſt leave us, 

Sir J. Oons, I won't leave you, not I. 

Heartf. Nay, but you muſt though; and therefore 
make no Words on't. 

Sir J. Then you are a couple of damn'd uncivil 
Fellows. And J hope your Punks will give you Sauce 


to your Mutton. [Exit Sir John. 
L. B. Oh, I ſhall never come to myſelf again, I'm 
ſo frighten'd. 


Conf. Tis a narrow Scape indeed. | 

Bel. Women muſt have Frolicks, you ſee, whatever 
they coſt em. 

Heartf, This might have prov'd a dear one tho'. 

L. B. You are the more oblig'd to us for the Rifc 
we run upon your Accounts. 

Confl. And I hope you'll acknowledge ſomething 
due to our Knight-Errantry, Ladies. This is the ſe- 
cond Time we have deliver*d you. 

L. B. 'Tis true; and ſince we ſee Fate has defign'd' 
you for our Guardians, twill make us the more wil- 
ling to truſt qurſelves in your Hands. But you muſt 
not have the worſe Opinion of us for our innocent Fro- 
lick. 

Heartf. Ladies, you may command our Opinions 
in every thing that 1s to your Advantage. 

Bel. Then Sir, I command you to be of Opinion, 
That Women are ſometimes better than they appear 
to be. [Lady Brute and Conſtant tall apart. 

Heartf. Madam, you have made a Convert of me 
in every thing. I'm grown a Fool. I cou'd be fond 
of a Woman, 

Bel. I thank you, Sir, in the Name of the whole Sex. 
Heart. Which Sex nothing but yourſelf cou'd ever 
have aton'd for. 

Bel. Now has my Vanity a deviliſh Itch, to know 
in what my Merit conkſts, Heartf. 
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Heartf. In your Humility, Madam, that keeps you. 
? it conſiſts at all. 

Bel. One other Compliment, with that ſerious Face, 
and I hate you for ever after. 

Heartf. Some Women love to be abus'd ; Is that it 
you-wou'd be at? 

Bel. No, not that neither: But 7d have Men talk: 
plainly what's-fit for Women to hear ; without putting 
em either to a real, or an affected Bluſh. 

Heartf. Why then, in as plain Terms as I can find 
to expreſs myſelf, I could love you even to Matrimo- 

ny itſelf a-moſt, I'gad. 

Bel. Juſt as Sir John did her Ladyſhip there. What 
think you? Don't you believe one Month's Time 
might bring you down to the ſame Indifference, only 
clad in a little better Manners, perhaps? Well, you 
Men are unaccountable things, mad till you have your 
Miſtreſſes, and then ſtark mad till you are rid of em 
again. Tell me honeſtly, is not your Patience put to 
a much ſeverer Trial after Poſſeſſion than before? 

Heartf, With a great many, I muſt confeſs it is, to 
our eternal Scandal; but I———gear Creature, do but 

me. 

Bel. That's the ſureſt way, indeed, to know, but not 
the ſaſeſt. [To Lady Brute.] Madam are not you for 
taking a Turn to the Great Walk ? It's almoſt dark, 
no body will know us. 

L. B. Really I find myſelf ſomething idle, Belinda: 
Beſides I doat upon this little odd private Corner. But 
don't let my lazy Fancy conſine you. [Conit. Afeae. ] 
So, ſhe wou'd be left alone with me, that's well. 
| Bel. Well, we'll take one Turn, and come to you 
again. [To Heart.] Come, Sir, ſhall we go pry into 
the Secrets of the Garden? Who knows what Diſco- 
veries we may make. 

Heartf. Madam, I'm at your Service. 
 Conft. [to Heartf. 4fide)] Don't make too much Haſte 
back ; for d'ye hear—I may be buſy. 

Heartf. Enough, [Exeunt Belinda and Heartfree. 

L. B. Sure you think me ſcandalouſly free, Mr.“ 
Conſtant, Pm afraid: I. ſhall loſe your good Opinion 
of me. Canſt. 
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a Conſt. My good Opinion, Madam, is like. your. 
Cruelty, ne' er to be remov'd. . 
L. B. Indeed, I doubt you much; Why, ſuppoſe 
you had a Wife, and ſhe ſhould entertain a Gallant? 
Conſt. If I gave her juſt Cauſe, how cou'd Tyuſtly- 
condemn” her? n ' 
L. B. Ah; but you'd. differ widely. about juſt. 
Cauſes, , 
Conſt. But Blows can bear no Diſpute.. 
L. B. Nor ill Manners much, truly. 
Con/t. Then no Woman upon Earth has fo juſt a: 
Cauſe as you have. 75 | | 
L. B. But can a Husband's Faults releaſe my Duty? 
Conſt. In Equity, without Doubt. And where 
Laws diſpence with. Equity, Equity ſhould diſpenſe 
with Laws. | 
L. B. Pray let's leave this Diſpute ; for you Men 
have as much Witchcraft in your Arguments, as. 
Women have in their Eyes.. | 
Conſt. But whilſt you attack me with your Charms, 
*tis but reaſonable I aſſault you with mine. vr 
L. B: The Caſe is not the ſame. What Miſchief. 
we do, we can't help, and therefore are to be for- 
ven; 
5 Conſt. Beauty ſoon obtains Pardon, for the Pain. 
that it gives, when it applies the Balm of Compaſſion 
to the Wound: Bat a fine Face, and a hard Heart, 
is almoſt as bad as an ugly Face and a ſoft one; both 
very troubleſome to many a poor Gentleman.. . 
L. B; Yes, and to many a poor Gentlewoman too, 
I can aſſure you. But pray, which of em is it, that 
moſt afflicts you? | 
Conſt. Your Glaſs and Conſcience will inform you, 
Madam, But for Heaven's ſake: (for now I muſt be 
ſerious) if Pity, or if Gratitude can move you ; [Taking 
her Hand.) If Conũ-acy and Truth have Power to 
to tempt you: If Love, if Adoration can affect you, 
give me at leaſt ſome Hopes, that Time may do, 
what you perhaps mean never to perform; *twill eaſe. 
my Sufferings, tho* not quench my Flame. a 
L. B. Your Sufferings eas'd, your Flame 8 
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foon abate: And that I wou'd preſerve, not quench 
it, Sir. | | 

Conſt, Wou'd you preſerve it, nouriſh it with 
Favours ; for that's the F ood it naturally requires. 

L. B. Yet on that natural Food, twould ſurfeit 
ſoon, ſhou'd I reſolve to grant all you wou'd aſk. 

Conſt. And in refuſing all, you ſtarve it. Forgive 
me therefore, fince my Hunger rages, if I at laft 

wild, and in my Frenzy force at leaſt this from 

. you. [Kiſſing ber Hand.) Or if you'd have my Flame 

ſoar higher ſtill, then grant me this, and this, and 

Thouſands more; [ Ving fin ber Hand, then her Neck. 

LA.] For now's the Time ſhe melts into Com- 
on. 

L. B. O Heavens! Let me go. 

Conſt. Ay, go, ay: Where ſhall we go, my 
charming Angel. into this private Arbour—Nay, 
let's loſe no Time—Moments are precious. 

L. B. And Lovers wild. Pray let us ſtop here; 
at leaſt for this Time.. ; 

Conſt. Tis impoſſible ; he that has Power over you, 
can have none over himſelf. 

A be is forcing her into the Arbour, Lady Fancy ful and 
Mademaiſelle bolt. out upon them, and rum over the. 
Stage. 

L. B. Ah; I'm loft. 

L. F. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 

Madem. Fe, fe, fe, fe, fe. 

Conſt. Death and Furies, who are theſe ? 

L. B. O Heavens ! I'm out of my Wits ; if they 
knew me, I am ruin'd. 

Conſt. Don't be frightned: Ten thouſand to one 
they are Strangers to ou. 

L. B. Whatever they are, I won't ſlay here a. 
Moment longer. : 

Conft. Whither will you go? 

L. B. Home, as if the Devil were in me. Lord, 
where's this Belinda now. 

Enter Belinda and Heartfree. 

O! "tis well you are come: I'm ſo frightned, my 
Hair ſtands an end; Let's be gone, for Heaven's 
ſake, Bel. 
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Bl. Lord, what's the Matter? 
L. B. The Devil's the Matter; Here's a Couple of 


Women have done the moſt impertinent thing. Away, 
away, away; away, away. [Exit running, 


SCENE, Lady FancyfuPs Houſe. 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 


L. F. ELL Mademoiſelle ;- did you dodge the 
filthy Things ? 
- Madem. O que ouy, Madame. 
L. F. And where are they ? 

Madem. Au Logis. 

L. F. What, Men and all ? 

Madem. Tous enſemble, 

L. F. O Confidence ! What, carry their Fellows 
to their own Houſe ? 

Madem. C'eſt que le Mari n'y eſt pas, 

L. F. No, fo I believe, truly. But he ſhall be 
there, and quickly too, if Ican find him out. Well, 
'tis a prodigious thing, to ſee when Men and Women 
get together, how they fortify one another in their 
mpudence, But if that drunken Fool, her Husband, 
be to be found in e'er a Tavern in Town, Tl ſend 
him amongſt em: Pll ſpoil their Sport. 

Madem. En verite, Madame, ce ſeroit domage. 

L. F. "Tis in vain to oppoſe it, Mademoiſelle ; there- 
fore never go about it. For I am the ſteddieſt Creature 
in the World when J have determin'd to do Miſ- 


chief, So come along. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Sir John Brute's Hove. 


Enter Conſtant, Heartfree, Lady Brute, Belinda, and 
Lovewell. 
L. B. But are you ſure you don't miſtake, Hoy 
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Lev. Madam, I ſaw 'em all go into the Tavern to- 
gether, and my Maſter was ſo drunk he cou'd ſcarce 
ſtand 


L. B. Then, Gentlemen, I believe we may venture 

to let you ſtay, and play at Cards with us, an Hour 
or two: For they'll. ſcarce part till Morning. 

Bel. I think, *tis Pity they ſhould ever part. 

Conft. The Company that's here, Madam. 

L. B. Then, Sir, the Company that's here, muſt 

remember to part itſelf, in Time. 
Con. Madam, we don't intend to forfeit your future 
Favours, by an indiſereet Uſage of this. The Mo- 
ment you give us the Signal, we ſhan't fail to make 
our Retreat. 

L. B. Upon thoſe Conditions then let us fit down 
to Cards. 

| Enter Lovewell. 

Lov. O Lord, Madam, here's my Maſter juſt flag- 
gering in upon you ; he has been quarrelſome yonder, 
and they have kick'd him out of the Company. 

L. B. Into the Cloſet, Gentlemen, for Heaven's 
fake ; III wheedle him to Bed, if poffible. 
95 onſt. and Heartf. run into the Cloſet. 
Enter Sir John, all dirt and bloody. 

L. B. ada s all over Blood. 

Sir F. What the plague does the Woman—ſquall 
for ? Did you never ſee a Man in Pickle before ? 

L. B. Lord, where have you been ? 

Sir F. 1 have been at— Cuffs. 

L. B. I fear that is not all. I hope you are not 
wounded. 

Sir F. Sound as a Roach, Wife, 

IL. B. Tm mighty glad to hear it. 

Sir J. You know—1 think you lye. 

L. B. You do me wrong to think ſo, For Hea- 
ven's my Witneſs, I had rather ſee my own Blood 
trickle down, than yours; 

Sir 7. Then will I be crucify'd. 

L. B. Tis a hard Fate, I ſhou'd not be believ'd. 

Sir J. Tis a damn'd atheiſtical Age, Wife. 

L. B. I am ſure 1 have given you a thouſand tender 


Proofs, 
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Proofs, how great my Care is of you. But, ſpite of 
all your cruel] Thoughts, I'll ſtill perſiſt, and at this 
8 if I can perſuade you to lie down and ſleep 
a little. 

= J. Why—do you think I am drunk—you Slut, 
you | | 
L. B. Heaven forbid, I ſhou'd: But I'm afraid 
you are feveriſh, Pray let me feel your Pulle. 

Sir J. Stand off, and be damn'd. 

L. B. Why, I ſee your Diſtemper in your very 
Eyes. You are all on Fire. Pray, go to Bed; let 
me intreat you. 

Sir F. Come, kiſs me, then. 

L. B. [King bim.] There: Now go. [Ad.] 
He ſtinks like Poiſon, h 

Sir F. I ſee it goes damnably againſt your Stomach. 
And therefore—Kils me again. 

IL. B. Nay, now you fool me. 

Sir J. Do't, I ſay. 

L. B. [ Aja, 1 Ah Lord have Mercy upon me. 
Well ;—there: Now. will you go ? 

Sir F. Now, Wife, you ſhall ſee my Gratitude, 
You gave me two Kiſſes —T'll give you—two hundred. 
| : [Kiſſes and tumbles her. 

L. B. O Lord: Pray, Sir John be quiet. Hea- 
vens, what a Pickle am in! 

Bel. Hide] If I were in her Pickle, I'd call my 
Gallant out of the Cloſet, and he ſhou'd Cudgel him 
ſonndly. 

Sir J. So, now you being. as dirty and as naſty as 
myſelf, we may go pig together. But firſt I muſt have 
a Cup of your cold Tea, Wife. {Going to the Cloſet. 

L. B. O I'm ruin'd ! There's none there, my Dear. 

Sir F. I'll warrant you, I'll find ſome, my Dear. 

L. B. You can't open the Door, the Lock's ſpoil'd ; 
I have been turning and turning the Key this half Hour 
to no Purpoſe. Pl ſend for the Smith to-morrow. . 

Sir 7. There's ne'er a Smith in Europe can open a 
Door with more Expedition than I can do As for 
Example, —Pou. [ He burſts open the Door wwith his Foot. 


—How now! What the Devil have we got here ?— 
_ Conflant, 
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Conflant,—— Heartfree, —— And two Whores again, 
Fgad—— This is the worſt cold Tea—— that ever I 
met with in my Life 

Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 

L. B. [Ala] O Lord, what will become of us? 

Sir 7. Gentlemen — I am your very humble Ser- 
vant—T give you many Thanks—1 ſee you take Care 
of my Family—T ſhall do all Lcan te return the Obli- 

ation. | 

Conft. Sir, how oddly ſoever this Buſineſs may ap- 
pear to you, you'd have no Cauſe to be uneaſy, if you 
knew the Truth of all Things; your Lady is the molt 
virtuous Woman. in the World, and nothing has paſt, 
but an innocent Frolick, | 

Heartf. Nothing elſe, upon my Honour, Sir. 

Sir F. You are both very civil Gentlemen—And 
my Wife, there, is a very civil Gentlewoman ; there- 
fore I don't doubt but many civil Things have paſt 
between you. Your very humble. Servant. 

L. B. [Afide to Conſt.] Pray be gone: He's fo 
drunk he can't hurt us to-night,, and to-morrow 
Morning you ſhall hear from us. 22 

Conft. Pl obey you, Madam. Sir, when you are 
cool, you'll underſtand Reaſon better, So then I ſhall 
take the Pains to inform you. If not——1 wear a 
Sword, Sir, and fo good by t'ye. Come along, 
HFleartfree. [ Exeunt. 

Sir J. Wear a Sword, Sir—And what of all that, 
Sir ? He comes to my Houſe ; eats my Meat ; lies 
with my Wife ; diſhonours my Family ; gets a Baſtard. 
to inherit my Eftate—And when I aſk a civil Account 
of all this——Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword—Wear a 
Sword, Sir ? Yes, Sir, ſays he, I wear a Sword—lt 
may be a good Anſwer at Croſs purpoſes ; but 'tis a 
damn'd one to a Man in my whimfical Circumſtance: 
ir, ſays he, I wear a Sword ! [To Lady Brute. ] 
And what do you wear now 7 ha! tell me. [Sit/ing 
down in a great Chair.] What you are modeſt, and 
can't——Why then I'll tell you, you Slut, you. You 
wear an impudent lewd Face——A damn'd, de- 
figning Heart——And a Tail—and a Tail full of — 

| [ He falls faſt aſleep ſnoring. 


* 
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L. B. So; Thanks to kind Heaven, he's faſt for ſome 
Hours. 

Bel. Tis well he is ſa, that we may have time to 
lay our Story handſomely ; for we mult lye like the 
Devil to b ing ourſelves off. | 

L. B. What ſhall we ſay, Belinda? 

Bel. [mufing.]—T'll tell you: It muſt all light upon | 
Heartfree and I. We'll ſay he has courted me ſome time, 
but for Reaſons unknown to us, has ever been very 
— — the thing might be kept from Sir Jabn. That 


there fore hearing him upon the Stairs, he run into the 


Cloſet, tho" againſt our Will, and Conſtant with him, to 
prevent Jealouſy. And to give this a good impudent 
Face of Truth, (that I may deliver you from the Trou- 
ble you arein) Il een, if he pleaſes, marry him, 

L. B. I'm beholden to you, Couſin ; but that wou'd 
be carrying the Jeſt a little too far for your own ſake : 
You know he's a younger Brother, and has nothing. 

Bel. Tis true: But I like him, and have Fortune 


enough to keep above Extremity : I can't ſay, I wou'd 


— with him in a Cell, upon Love and Bread and But- 

: But I had rather have the Man I love, and a mid- 
de State of Life, than that Gentleman in the Chair 
there, and twice your Ladyſhip's Splendor. 

L. B. In truth, Niece, you are in the right on't: 
But *tis late : Let $s end our Diſcourſe for to-night, and 
out of an Exceſs of Charity, take a ſmall Care of that 
naſty drunken thing there Do but look at him, Belinda. 

Bel. Ah tis a ſavoury Diſh. 

L. B. As ſavoury as tis, I'm cloy'd with't. Pr'ythee 


.call the Butler to take away, 


Bel. Call the Butler ?—Call the Scavenger ! [To 4 
Servant within.) Who's there: Call Rafor! Let him 
take away his Maſter, ſcour him clean with a little 
Soap and Sand, and ſo put him to death, . 

L. B. Come, Belinda, I'll e'en lie with you To- 
night; and in the Morning we'll ſend for our Gentle- 


men to ſet this Matter even. 


Bel. With all my Heart. 
L. B. Good Night, my Dear. 

[Making a low Court to Sir John. 
 Bub, Ha, ha, ha, [Exeunt, 
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| Enter Raſor, | 
Raſ. My Lady there's a Wag—My Mafter there's 
a Cuckold. Marriage is a flippery thing Women 
have deprav'd Appetites— My TR, a Wag ; I have 
heard all; I have ſeen all; I underſtand all; and I'll 
tell all; for my little Frenchwoman loves News dearly. 
This Story'll gain her Heart, or nothing will. [To his 
Maſter.) Come, Sir, your Head's too full of Fumes at 
ent, to make room for your Jealouſy ;-but I reckon 
we ſhall have rare Work with you, when your Pate's 
empty. Come to your Kennel, you cuckoldy, drunken 
Sot, you. ' [Carries him out upon his Back, 


SCENE, Lady Fancyful's How. 


Enter Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 

L. F. But, why did not vou tell me before, Made- 
moiſelle, that Raſor and you were fond ? 

Madem. De Modeſty hinder me, Matam. 

L. F. Why truly Modeſty does often hinder us from 
doing things we have an extravagant Mind to. But 
does he love you well enough yet, to do any thing 
you bid him ? Do you think to oblige you, he wou'd 
ſpeak Scandal ? 

Madem. Matam, to oblige your Ladyſhip, he ſhall 
ſpeak Blaſphemy. 

L. F. Why then, Mademoiſelle, Ill tell you what 
you ſhall do. You ſhall engage him to tell his Maſter, 
all that paſt at Spring-Garden : | have a Mind he ſhou'd 
know what a Wife and a Niece he has got, 

Madem. Il le fera, Mademe. 

Enter a Foctman, who ſpeals to Mademoiſelle apart. 

Foot. Mademoiſelle, yonder's Mr. Rafor deſires to 
ſpeak with you. | 

Madem. Tell hit, I come preſently. [Exit Footman.] 
Raſor be dere, Matam. | 

L. F. That's fortunate ; Well, Pl leave you toge- 
ther. And if. you find him ſtubborn, Mademoiſelle 
hark you—don't refuſe him a few little reaſonable 
Liberties, to. put him into Humour, | 

Maden. Laillez moi faire. .- [Exit Fan, 
| | Raſor 
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[Raſor peeps in; and ſeeing Lady Fancy ſul gone, runs 10 
Mademoiſelle, takes her about the Neck, and kiſſes ber. 

Madem. How now, - Confidence! 
Raſ. How now, Modeſty ! 
Madem. Who make you ſo familiar, Sirrah ? 
Raſ. My Impudence, Huſſy. | 
Madem. Stand off, Rogue-Face. 
Raſ. Ah —Mademai ſell.—great News at our Houſe. 
Madem. Why, vat be de Matter! 
Raſ. The Matter? — why Uptails, All's the Matter. 
Madem. Tu te mocque de moi. | 
Raſ. Now do you long to know the Particulars : 
The Time when : The Place where: The Manner 
how. But I won't tell you a Word more. 
Madem. Nay, den dou kill me, Raſor. 
Raſ. Come, kiſs me, then. 
' [Clapping his Hands behind him. 
Madem. Nay, pridee tell me. 
Raſ. Good by rye, | Going, 
Madem. Hold, hold: I will kiſs dee. ¶ Ming bim. 
 Raſf. So, that's civil: Why now, my pretty Poll; 
my Goldfinch : my little Waterwagtail——you muſt 
know, that Come, kiſs me again, 
Madem. I won't kiſs de no more. 
Raſ Good by bye. [ Going, 
Madem, Doucement ; Dere ; es tu content? 
7 [Xing him, 
. Raf. So: Now I'Il tell thee all. Why the News is, 
That Cuckoldom in Folio is newly printed; and Matri- 
mony in Quarto, is juſt going into the Preſs. Will you 
buy any Books, Mademoſelle ? 
Madem. Tu parle comme un Librarie; de Devil no 
underſtand dee, 3 
Raſ.. Why then, that I may make myſelf intelligible 
to a Waiting-Woman, I'll ſpeak like a Valet de Cham- 
bre. My Lady has cuckolded my Maſter. 
Madem. Bon. 
Raſ. Which we take very ill from her Hands, I can 
— that. We can't yet prove Matter of Fact up- 
on her. WN N 


Maden. N'importe, 


Rs, 
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Raſ. But we can prove, that Matter of Fact had 
Hke to have been upon her. | 

Madem. Ouy-da. 7 

* Raf. For we have ſuch terrible Circumſtances. 

Madem. Sans doute. 

Raf. That any Man of Parts may Haw tickling 
Concluſions from em. 

Madem. Fort bien. 

Raſ. We found a couple of tight well-built Gentle- 
men, ſtuft into her Ladyſhip's Cloſet. 

Madem. Le Diable. 

Raſ. And I, in my particular perſon, have diſcover'd 
a moſt damnable Plot, how to perſuade my poor Ma- 
ſter, that all this Hide and Seek, this Will in the Wiſp. 
has no other meaning than a Chriſtan Marriage for 
ſweet Mrs. Belinda. 

Madem. Une Marriage? Ah les Droleſs. 

Raf. Don't you interrupt me, Huſly ; 'tis a „1 
ſay. And my innocent Lady, to riggle herſel out at 
the Back-door of the Buſineſs, turns Marriage - Bawd 
to her Niece, and reſolves to debver up her fair Body, 
to be tumbled and mumbled, by that young liquoriſh 
Whipſter Heartfree, Now are you ſatisfy'd? 

Madem. No. 

Raſ. Right Woman; 3 always gaping for more. 

| Madem., Dis be all den, dat you know? 

Raſ. All? Ay, and a great deal too, I think. 

Madem. Dou be Fool, dou know noting. Ecoute, 
mon pauvre Raſor. Dou ſees des two Eyes ?—Des two 
Eyes have fee de Devil. 

Raj. The Woman” mad. 

Madem, In * dat Rogue Conſtant meet 
dy Lady. 

Raf. Bon. ö 

Madem. PI tell dee no more. 

Raſ. Nay, pr'ythee, my Swan. 

Madem. Come, kiſs me den. 

[Clapping her Hands 8 her, as he did before. 

Raſ. I won” Lit you, not I . | 

Madem. Adieu. | | [Going: 
. Raf, Held N ow bes 

Lives her a bearty Kiſh, 


own dear Wife, ſo he leave her to her Sport 
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Madem. A 6 hide myſelf in one cunning 
Place, where 1 hear all, and fee all. Eirſt dy drunken 
Maſter come mal a propos; but de Sot no know his 


Don de Game begin. De Lover ſay ſoft ting: De 
Lady look upon de Ground. [A. {be ſpeaks, Raſor 


fill act the Man, and jhe the Woman.) He take her by 


de Hand: She turn her Head on oder Way. Den he 
ſqueeze very hard: Den ſhe pull—very ſoftly. Den 
he take her in his Arm : Den ſhe give him leetel Pat. 
Den he kiſs her Tettons. Den ſhe ſay—Pifh, nay 
fee. Den he tremble : Den 'ſhe -— figh. Den he 
pull her into de Arbor: Den ſhe pinch him. 

Raſ. Ay, but not ſo hard, you Baggape, you. 

Madem. Den he grow bold: She grow weak, he tro 
her down, il tombe deſſu, le Diable aſſiſt, il emport 
tout; [Raſor frugg/es with her, as if he would throw 
her down.) ſtand off, Sirrah. | 

Raſ. You have ſet me a-fire, you Jade, you. 

Madem. Den go to de River and quench dyſelf. 

Raſ. What an unnatural Harlot this : 

Madem. Raſor. Looking languiſbingiy on him, 

Raf. Mademoiſelle. , | ** 

Madem. Dou no love me ? 

Raf, Not love thee ?- More than a Frenchman 
does Soup. 

Madem. Den dou will refuſe nothing dat I bid dee? 

Raſ. Don't bid me be damn'd then. 

Madem. No, only tell dy Maſter, all I have tell dee 
of dy Laty. 

Raſ. Why, you little malicious Strumpet, you; 
ſhou'd you like to be ſerv'd 6 ? 

Madem. Dou diſpute den ? Adieu. P37 

Ra/. Hold But why wilt thou make me be ſuch 
a Rogue, my Dear ? 

Madem. Voila un vrai Anglois ! il eſt amoureux, et 
cependant il veut raiſonner. Va t'en au Diable. 

Ra/. Hold once more : In hopes thou'lt give me up 
thy Body, I'll make a preſent of my Honeſty. 

Madem. Bon, Ecoute donc ;—If dou fail me 
I never ſee de more if dou obey me Je m'abandonne 

* D a toy 
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à toy. [ She takes him about the Neck, and 


7 


him a ſmacking Kiſs.] [Exit Mademoiſelle. 
Raſor. ¶ Licking his Lips.] Not be a Rogue ? — Amar 
vincit Omnia. [Exit Raſor. 


Lester Lady Fancyful and Mademoiſelle. 

L. F. Marry, fay ye? Will the two Things marry ? 

Madem. On le va faire, Madame. 

L. F. Look you, Mademoiſelle, in ſhort, I can't 
bear-it—No; I find I can't—If once I ſee em a-bed 
together, I ſhall have ten thouſand Thoughts in my 
Head will make me run diſtracted, Therefore run and 
call Raſor back immediately; for ſomething muſt be 
done to ſtop this impertinent Wedding. If I can but 
defer it,four and twenty Hours, I'll make ſuch Work 
about Town, with that little pert Slut's Reputation, he 


ſhall as ſoon marry a Witch, 
Madem. ¶ 4ide.] La viola bien intentionee. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE, Conſtant's Lodginge. 
Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 


Cauſt. But what doſt think will become of this Bu- 


ſineſs ? 
Heartf. "Tis eafier to think what will not come on't. 


Conti. What's that? 

Heartf. A Challenge. I know the Knight too well 
for that ; his dear Body will always prevail upon his 
noble Soul to be quiet. 

Cant. But tho' he dare not challenge me, perhaps 
He may venture to challenge his Wife. 

Hearty. Not if you whiſper him in the Ear, you 
won't have him doꝰt, and there's nd other way left that 


I fee. For as drunk as he was, he'll remember you 


and I were where we ſhou'd not be; and I don't think 
him quite Blockhead enough yet, to be perſuaded we 
were got into his Wife's Cloſet only to peep into her 
Prayer-Book. 
Enter a Servant with & Letter. 

Serv. Sir, here's a Letter, a Porter brought it. 


Conſt, O ho, here's Inſtructions for us, 
| FED 5 Reads ; 
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Reads: 


The Accident that has happen d has touch d our Invention 
to the Buick. We auen d fain come off, without 
Help; but find that's impoſſible. In a Word, the. 
aubole Buſineſs muft be thrown upon a matrimonial 
Intrigue, between your Friend and mine. But if the 
Parties are not fond enough, to ge quite through with 
the Matter; tis ſufficient for our Turn, they own the 
Defign. Well find Pretences enough to break the 
Match. Adieu. 


ell, Woman for Invention! How long wou'd 
my Blockhead have been producing this !—Hey, Heart- 
free: What mufing, Man? Pr'ythee be chearful. What 
ſay'ſt thou, Friend, to this matrimonial Remedy ? 


Hearif. Why, I ſay, it's worſe than the Diſeaſe. 


Conf. Here's a Fellow for you: There's Beauty and 
Money and her Side, and Love up to the Ears on his: 


And yet. 


Heartf. And yet, I think, I may reaſonably be al- 


low'd to boggle at marrying the Niece, in the very 
Moment that you are debauching the Aunt. 


Con. Why, truly, there may be ſomething in that. 


"But have not you a good Opinion enough of your own? 
Parts, to believe you cou'd keep a Wife to yourſelf? 


Heartf. I ſhou'd have, if I had a good Opinion 


enough of hers, to believe ſhe cou'd do as much by 
me. For to do 'em right, after all, the Wife ſeldom 
rambles, till the Husband ſnews her the Way. 


Conft, Tis true, a Man of real Worth, ſcarce ever 


is a Cuckold, but by his own Fault. Women are not 
naturally lewd ; there muſt be ſomething to urge em to 
it. They'll cuckold a Churl, out of Revenge; a Fool, 
becauſe they deſpiſe him; a Beaſt, becauſe they loath 
him. But when they make bold with a Man they once 
had a well-grounded Value for, tis becauſe they firſt 
ſce themſelves neglected by him. 


Heartf. Well then, ſhall I marry or die a Maid ? 
Conft. Why faith, Heartfree, Matrimony is like an 


Army going to engage. Love's the forlorn Hope, 
which 1s ſoon cut off; the Marriage Knot is the main- 
Body, which may ſtand Buff a long long Time; and 


D 2 Repentance 


: 
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Repentance is the Rear-Guard, which rarely gives 
Ground, as long as the main Body has a Being. 

Heartf. Concluſion then; you adviſe me to whore 
on as you do, 

Conf. That's not concluded yet. For tho' Marriage 

be a Lottery, in which there are a wondrous many 
Blanks; yet there is one ineſtimable Lot, in which the 
only Heaven on Earth is written. Wou'd your kind 
Fate but guide your Hand to that, tho' I were wrapt 

in all that Luxury itſelf could clothe me with, I ſtill 
ſhou'd envy you. 

Heartf. And juſtly too ; for to be capable of loving 
One, doubtleſs, is better than to poſſeſs a Thouſand. But 
how far that Capacity's in me, alas, I know not. 

Cenſt. But you wou'd know. 

Heartf. I wou'd ſo. 

Conſt, Matrimony will inform you. Come, one 
Flight of Reſolution carrics you to the Land of Ex- 
perience; where in a very moderate Time, you'll know 


the Capacity of your Soul and your Body both, or I'm 
iſtaken. [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Sir John Brute's Houſe. 


Enter Lady Brute and Belinda, N 

Bel. Well, Madam, what Anſwer have you from 
'em ? 

L. B. That they'll be here this Moment, I fancy 
"twill end in a Wedding: I'm ſure he's a Fool if it 
don't, Ten thouſand Pounds, and ſuch a Laſs as you 
are, is no contemptible Offer to a younger Brother. 
But are not you under ſtrange Agitations? Pr'ythee, 


how does your Pulſe beat ? 
Bel. High and low, I have much a-do to be valiant : 


is it not very ſtrange to go to bed toa Man ? 
L. B. Um it is a little odd at firſt, but it will 


will ſoon grow eaſy to you. 

Enter Conſtant and Heartfree. 
Good - morrow, Gentlemen: How have you ſlept after 
your Adventure ? : q 

Heartf. Some careful Thoughts, Ladies, on your 


Accounts, have kept us waking, 5 
. Biel. 
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Bel. And ſome careful Thoughts on your own, I 
believe, have hindered you from fleeping. Pray how- 
does this matrimonial Project reliſh with you? 
 Hearif. Why, faith, een as ſtorming Towns does 
with Soldiers, where the Hopes of delicious Plunder 
baniſhes the Fear of being knock'd on the Head. 

Bel. Is it then poſſible, after all, that you dare 
think of downright lawful Wedlock ? 

Heartf. Madam, you have — me ſo fool- hardy, 
I dare do any thing. 

Bel. Then, Sir, I challenge you; ; and Matrimony's: 
the Spot where I expect you. 

Heartf. Tis enough; Fll not fail. [id.] So, now, 
Lam in for Hebbes's Voyage ; a great Leap in the Dark.. 

L. B. Well, Gentlemen, this Matter being con- 
eluded then, have you got your Leſſons ready , for Sir 
John is grown ſuch an Atheiſt of late, he'll believe 
nothing vpon eaſy Terms? 

Conſt. We'll find Ways to extend his Faith, Madam. 
But pray how do you find him this Morning ? 

L. B. Moſt lamentably moroſe, chewing the Cud. 
after laſt Night's Diſcovery, of which however he had: 
but a confus'd Notion een now. But Pm afraid the- 
Valet de Chambre has told him all; for they are very 
buſy together at this Moment. When 1 told him of 
Belinda's Marriage, I had noother Anſwerbut a Grunt : 
From which, you may draw what Concluſions you: 
think fit. But to your Notes, Gentlemen, he's here. 

Enter Sir John and Raſor. 
Conti. Good-morrow, Sir. 
Heartf. Good-morrow, Sir Jon, I'm very ſorry. ' 
my Indiſcretion ſhou'd cauſe ſo much Diſorder in your 
Family. 

Sir. J. Diſorders generally come from Indiſcretion, 
Sir; 'tis no ſtrange Giog at all. 

L. B. I hope, my Dear you are ſatisfied there was 
no Wrong intended you. 

Sir 7. None, my Dove. 

Bel. If not, I hope my Conſent to marry Mr. 
Heartfree will convince you. For as little as I know of 
Amours, ke. Fcan aſſure you, one Intrigue is enough 
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to bring four People together, without further Miſchief. 

Sir J. And 1 know too, that Intrigues tend to Pro- 
creation of more Kinds than one. One Intrigue will 
beget another, as ſoon as beget a Son or a Daughter. 

Conft. I am very ſorry, Sir, to ſee you ſtill ſeem un- 
fatisfy'd with a Lady, whoſe more than common Vir- 
toe, I am ſure were ſhe my Wife, ſhou'd meet a better 
Uſage. 

Sir J. Sir, if her Conduct has put a Trick upon 
her Virtue, her Virtue's the Bubble, but her Hus- 
band's the Loſer. 

Conſt. Sir, you have receiv'd a ſufficient Anſwer al- 
ready, to juſtify both her Conduct and mine. You'll 
Pardon me for meddling in your Family-affairs ; but I 
perceive I am the Man you are jealous of, and there- 
fore it concerns me. 

Sir 7, Wou'd it did not concern me, and then I 
ſhon'd not care who it concern'd. 

Conſt. Well, Sir, if Truth and Reaſon won't con- 
tent you, I know but one - way more, which, if you 
think fit, you may take. 

Sir F. Lord, Sir, you are very haſty : If T had been 
found at Prayers in your Wiles Cloſet, I ſhou'd have 
allow*d you twice as much Time to come to yourſelf in. 

Conſt, Nay, Sir, if Time be all you want, we have 
- no Quarrel. 

Heartf. I told you how the Sword wou'd work upon 
him. 7 [Sir John muſes. 

Con/t. Let him muſe; however, I'll lay fifty Pound 
our Foreman brings us in, Not Guilty. ; 
Sir J. [Afde] Tis well=—tis very well——In 
Hite of that young Jade's matrimonial Intrigue, I am 
a downright ſtinking Cuckold Here they are 
Bo Putting his Hand to his Forehead) Methinks, I 
could butt with a Bull. What the Plague did I marry 
her for? I knew ſhe did not like me; if the had, ſhe 
wou'd have lain with me! for I wou'd have done ſo, 
becauſe I lik'd her; but that's paſt, and I have her. 
And now, what ſhall I do with her ?—If I put my 
Horns into my Pocket, ſhe'll grow infolent—if I don't, 
that Goat there, that Stallion, is ready ws 
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thro' the Guts— The Debate then is reduced to this; 
ſhall I die a Hero, or live a Raſcal ?—— Why, wiſer 
Men than I have long ſince concluded, that a living 
Dog is better than a dead Lion 7 te Conſt. and Heart.] 
Gentlemen, now my Wine and my Paſſion are go- 
vernable, I muſt own, I have never obſerv'd any thing 
in my Wife's Courſe of Life, to back me in my Jea- 
louſy of her : But Jealouſy's a Mark of Love ; s ſhe- 
need not trouble her Head about it, as long as I make 
no more Words on't. | 
Lady Fancyful enters diſguisd, and addreſſes Belinda 
apart. 

Conſt. I'm glad to ſee your Reaſon rule at laſt. Give 
me your Hand: I hope you'll look upon me as yo 
are wont. 

Sir 7. Your humble Servant, [ 4/de.] A Sy 
Son of a Whore. 

Heartf. And that I may be ſure you are Friends with 
me too, pray give me your Conſent to wed your Niece. 

Sir J. Sir, you have it with all my Heart: Damn 
me if you han't. [4fae.] Tis time to get rid of her: 
A young pert Pimp ; ſhe'll make an incomparable 
Bawd in a little Time. 

Enter a Servant, who gives Heartfree a Letter. . 

Bel. Heartfree your — ſay you ? Tis im- 
poſſible. 

L. F. Wou'd to kind Heaven it were ! But tis too 
true; and in the World there lives not ſuch a Wretch. 
I'm young; and either I have been flatter'd by my 
Friends, as well as Glaſs, or Nature has been kind and 
generous to me, I had a Fortune too was greater far 
than he could ever hope for; but with my Heart I am 
robb'd of all the reſt. I am lighted and I'm beggar'd 
both at once; I have ſcarce a bare Subſiſtence from the 
Villain, yet dare complain to none; for he has ſworn, 
if ever 'tis known I am his Wife, hell murder me. 


LM achisg. 

Bel. The Traitor! 

I. F. I accidentally was told he courted you: Cha- 
rity ſoon prevailed upon me to prevent your Miſery : 
And, as you ſee, I'm ſtill ſo generous even to him, as 

not 
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not to ſuffer he ſhould do a Thing, for which the Law 


might take away his Life. (Weeping. 
Bel. Poor Creature ! How I pity her 
T hey continue talk 
Hearif. [ Afide.] Death and Damnation ! e 16 me 


read it again. [Reads.] , have à particular Reaſon: 
not to let you know wwho T am till T fee jou; yet you'll eafily 
believe tis a faithful Friend that gives you this Advice. 

Jus lain with Belinda (Good !)—1 have a Child by 
ber (Better and Better I) avhich is now at Nurſe; (Heaven 
be prais'd !) and ] think the Foundation laid for another : 

(Ha! - Old Trupenny !—No Rack cou'd have tortur'd 
this Story from me; but Friendſhip has done it. I beard of 
your Deſign to marry her, and cou d not ſee you abu#d. 
Make uſe of my Advice, but heep my Secret till I ark you. 
Fer t again, Adieu. [Exit Lady Fancyful. 

Conf, to Bel.] Come, Madam, ſhall. we ſend for 
the Parſon? I doubt here's no Buſineſs for the Lawyer: 
Younger Brothers have nothing to ſettle but their 
Hearts, and that I believe my Friend here has already 
done very faithfully. 

Bel. [Stornfully.) Are you ſure, Sir, there are no 
old Mortgages upon it? 

Heartf. Cola.] If you think there are, Madam, it 
mayn't be amiſs to defer the 33 till you are ſure 
they are paid off. 

Bel. We'll defer it as long as you vleaſe, Sir. 

 Heartf. The more Time we take to conſider on't, 
Madam, the leſs apt we ſhall be to commit Overſights; 
— wg if you pleaſe, we will put it off for juſt nine 

Months 

Bel. Guilty Conſciences make Men Cowards; I 

don't wonder you want Time to reſolve. 
Heartf. And they make Women deſperate ; I don't. 
wonder you were. ſo quickly determin'd. 
Bel. What does the Fellow mean ? 
Heartf. What does the Lady mean? 
Sir J. Zoons what do you both mean? 
Heart. and Bel. aal chafing about. 
Bal [ Hide.) Here is ſo much Sport going to be 
ſpoil'd it makes 9 to weep again. A Pox o this 
im- 
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impertinent Lady Fancyful, and her Plots, and her 
Frenchwoman too; ſhe's a whimſical, ill-natur'd Bitch, 
and when I have got my Bones broke in her Service, 
tis ten to one but my Recompence is a Clap; I hear 
them tittering without ſtill, I.cod, I'll e'en go lug 
them both in by the Ears, and diſcover the Plot, to 
ſecure my Pardon. i [Exit Raſor. 
. Pr'ythee, explain Heartfree. 
Heartf. A fair Deliverance ; thank my Stars and my 
Friend. | 
Bel. Tis well it went no farther ; a baſe Fellow! 
L. B. What can be the Meaning of all this ? 
Bel. What's his Meaning, I don't know; but mine 
is, that if I had married him—T had had no Huſband. 
Heartf. And what's her Meaning I don't know ; but 
mine is, that if I had married her—1 had had Wife 
enough. 
Sir F. Your People of Wit have got ſuch cramp 
ways of expreſſing themſelves, they ſeldom compre- 
hend one another. Pox take you both, will you ſpeak 
that you may be underſtood?” _ . 
Enter Raſor in Sackcloth, pulling in Lady Fancyful 
and Mademoiſelle. f 
Rafor. If they won't, here comes an Interpreter. 
L. B. Heavens ! What have we here? 
Rafor. A Villain but a repenting Villain, 
All. Raſor ! 
L. B. What means this? 
Raſor. Nothing withqut my Pardon. 
L. B. What Pardon do you want? * 
Kaſer. Imprimis. Your Ladyſhip's ; for a damnable 
Lie made upon your ſpotleſs Virtue, and ſet to the 
Tone of Spring Garden. ** Sir John.] Next, at my 
generous Maſter's Feet I bend, for interrupting his 
more noble Thoughts with Phantoms of diſgraceful 
Cuckoldom. [Ie Conft.] Thirdly, I to this Gentle- 
man apply, for making him the Hero of my Romance. 
To Heart.] Fourthly, your Pardon, noble Sir, I ak, 
or clandeſtinely marrying you, without either bidding 
of Banns, Biſhop's Licence, Friends Conſent—or your 
own Knowledge. [To Bel.] And, laſtly, to my good 
| young 


- 
a 


32 - The Provotd Wife. 


young Lady's Clemency I come, for pretending the 
Corn was ſow'd in the Ground, before ever the Plough 


had been in the Field. 
Sir J. [4fae.] So that after all, tis a moot Point, 


whether I am a Cuckold, or not. 


Bel. Well, Sir, upon Condition you confeſs all, I'll 

rdon you myſelf, and try to obtain as much from 
the reſt of the Company. But I muſt know then who 
*tis has put you upon all this Miſchief ? 

Raſ. Satan, and his Equipage; Woman tempted 
me, Vice weakened me,—and fo the Devil overcame 
me. 

Bel. Then pray will you make us acquainted with 
your Tempter ? | 
- Raſ. [To Madem. ] Unmaſk for the Honour of France. 
All. Mademoiſelle! 
Madem. Me aſk ten Thouſand Pardon of all de good 


_ Company. 


Sir F. Why this Myſtery thickens inſtead of clear- 
ing up. [Te Raſor.] You Son of a Whore you, put us. 


out of our Pain. | 
Ra/. One Moment brings Sunſhine. [SH ing Ma- 


dem.] Tis true, this is the Woman that tempted me, 


but this is the Serpent that tempted the Woman; and 
if my Prayers might be heard, her Puniſhment for ſo 
doing ſhou'd be like the Serpent's of old [ Pulls off 


- Lady Fancyful's Maſe.) She ſhould lie upon her Face 


all the Days of her Life. 

All. Lady Fancyful ! 

Bel. Impertinent ! 

L. B. Ridiculous ! 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Bel. I hope your Ladyſbip will give me Leave to 
wiſh you Joy, ſince you have own'd your Marriage 
yourſelf ——[7o Heart.] I vow 'twas ſtrangely wicked 
in you to think of another Wife, when you had one 
already fo charming as her Ladyſhip. 
All, Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 
L. F. [Afide.} Confuſion ſeize em, as it ſeizes me! 
Madem. Que le Diable etouffe ce Maraut de Raſor.. _ 
Bel. Your Ladyſhip ſeems diſorder'd: A breedungſy 
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Qualm, perhaps, Mr. Heartfsee : Your Bottle of Han- 
gary Water to your Lady, Why, Madam, he ſtands 
as unconcern'd, as if he were your Huſband in Earneſt. 

L. F. Your Mirth's as nauſeous as yourſelf. Be- 
linda, you think you triumph over a Rival now: 
Hela: ! ma pauvre fille. Where'er I'm Rival, there's 
no Cauſe for Mirth. No, my poor Wretch, *tis from 
another Principle I have ated. I knew that Thin 
there wou'd make ſo perverſe. a Huſband, and you 
impertinent a Wife, that leſt your mutual Plagues 
ſhould make you both run mad, I charitably would 
have broke the Match. Hel he ! hel he! he! 

Exit laughing affeedly, Mademoiſelle following ber. 

| Hef he! he! he! he! 

All. Ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Sir J. [4f4.) Why now, this Woman will be 
married to ſomebody too. 

Bel. Poor Creature ! What a Paſſion ſhe's in ! But 
J forgive her. 

Hearif. Since you have ſo much Goodneſs for her, 
I hope you'll pardon my Offence too, Madam. 

Bel. There will be no great Difficulty in that, fince 
I am guilty of an equal Fault. 

Heartf, So, Madam; now had the Parſon but done 
his Bufineſt 

Bel. You'd be half weary of your Bargain. 

— No, ſure, I might diſpenſe with one Night's 


"= -z ready to try, Sir, 
Heart. Then let's to Church : 
And if it be our Chance to diſagree——— 
Bel. Take heed— the ſurly Huſband's Fate you ſee. 
[Exeunt ones. 
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L. B. 0 Epilogue ! | a 

Bel. n 

L. 7 Lord 1 Eh et wo Eo Town 
Why, we muſt ten ſay ſomething of 

L. 1.5. Our own ! Ay, that muſt 4", - that de Staff. 

Bel. Ti my Life, they'll the it ell enough. 
Come, faith, begin 

L. B. Excuſe me, after you. 


—— 


Bel. Nay, pardon me for that, I know my Cue. 
L. B. O for the Huli — ga 


„Bel. O lord! 


B. Pm all Obedience. 


Firft then, know all, before our Doom is 
| TE Third Dog ig for Us won— * 
Bel. Nay and the Sixth, 


L. 3. ir heak net from the Poe now, mor is it 


His Cauſe—(Twant a Rhyme ) | | 


. Bel. That we af” Kit, 1 


L. B. nnn 

And damn us ; 
Bel. Damn us! Let 'm if they da ö 
L. B. Why, if they ſhould, what — 


Bel. Eternal Exile from behind our Scenes. 


L. B. But if they're kind, that Sentence ve Il recal. 
We can be grateful—— 


Bel. And have . 


L. B. But at Grand Treaties hope not to be truſſcd, 
Before Preliminaries are adjuſted. 

Bel. You know the Time, and abe appoint this Place ; 
Where, if you on we'll meet and fign the Peace. 


